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TO    MY   READERS. 


Good  friends,  who  read  this  little  book, 
Do  not  for  stores  of  wisdom  look  ; 

These  simple  lines,  which  bear  my  name, 
No  literary  merit  claim  ; 

In  them  no  learning  deep  is  found, 
Ideas  grand,  or  wit  profound, 

Only  plain  thoughts  in  language  plain, 
Not  worthy  meed  of  praise  to  gain. 

In  putting  down  these  thoughts  in  rhyme. 
How  oft  have  I  beguiled  the  time  ! 

Indulgence  kind  to  me  extend. 
Nor  criticise  your  humble  friend. 

J.   B. 
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SHORT  POEMS, 


KINDNESS  TO  ANIMALS. 


Composed  for  a  Prize  offered  by  the  Editor  of  the  "  Band  of  Mercy  Advocate," 
and  awarded  a  '  Certificate  of  Merit,'  November,  1880.  —  There  were  122 
Competitors. 


When  this  fair  earth,  in  wisdom  planned, 
Came  forth  from  God's  Ahiiighty  hand, 
He  made  the  creatures  great  and  small, 
He  made  the  beasts  and  fowls  and  all. 

But  man,  of  nobler  powers  possessed, 
He  made  the  ruler  o'er  the  rest, 
And,  that  each  might  its  end  fulfil, 
He  formed  them  subject  to  nian's  will ; 

Still  God  willed  not  that  they  should  be 
Treated  with  wanton  cruelty, 
But  wisely  from  the  first  designed 
That  man  to  all  things  should  be  kind. 

The  lion  roaring  after  prey, 
The  meanest  worm  beneath  the  clay, 
Each  one  submits  to  Nature's  Eord, 
And  lives  obedient  to  his  word. 


There's  not  an  insect  flits  around, 
And  not  a  bird  falls  to  the  ground, 
That  does  not  his  protection  share. 
Who  fosters  all  with  sovereign  care. 

How,  then,  can  any  deem  it  right 
In  giving  pain  to  take  delight. 
To  those  dumb  creatures,  which  we  see 
He  watches  so  o'erlovingly  ? 

No  power  of  speech  do  they  possess, 
Their  wants  or  feelings  to  express  ; 
Even  the  food  which  life  demands 
Must  be  supplied  by  human  hands. 

Cold  and  hard-hearted,  then,  is  he 
Who  feels  not  kindly  sympathy 
For  helpless  creatures,  which  depend 
On  Man  to  be  their  daily  friend. 

See  how  the  dog  true  watch  doth  keep 
Through  the  lone  hours  of  midnight  deep, 
And  loud  proclaims  if  danger  come, 
Brave  guardian  of  his  master's  home  ; 

To  beat  in  wanton  punishment 
A  beast  so  wise,  so  innocent. 
To  kick  or  strike  in  savage  sport 
Were  conduct  of  the  basest  sort. 


Such  fiendish  tricks  are  never  seen 
In  those  of  gentle  quiet  mien  ; 
Sure  'tis  our  duty  to  repay 
Kindness  and  gratitude  ahvay. 

The  sprightly  horse,  in  plough  or  cart, 
Pursues  his  work  with  willing  heart, 
He  toils  for  man  with  all  his  might, 
And  never  tires  from  morn  till  night ; 

Oh  !  surely  it  would  be  a  sin, 
If  he  our  kindness  did  not  win ; 
The  best  reward  that  he  can  earn 
Is  loving  treatment  in  return. 

The  gentle  cow  supplies  a  food, 
Healthful,  nutritious,  wholesome,  good  ; 
The  sheep,  most  harmless  beast  that  lives. 
Warm  clothing  from  its  body  gives. 

All  living  things  perform  God's  will. 
And  show  the  great  Omniscient's  skill, 
And  in  their  wise  Creator's  name 
Kindness  from  us  and  mercy  claim. 

(io,  idle  school-boy,  ne'er  again 
To  yonder  little  bird  give  pain, 
By  tearing  down  its  mossy  nest. 
With  savage  feeling  in  thy  breast  ; 


Dost  thou  not  know  that  even  birds, 
Although  'tis  not  expressed  in  words, 
Can  bitter  sorrow  feel,  when  left 
Of  cosy  nest  or  brood  bereft  ? 

Then,  my  young  friends,  bear  this  in  mind, 
To  be  to  all  dumb  creatures  kind. 
For  those  that  truly  God  do  love 
Can  never  harsh  or  cruel  prove. 

For  even  beasts,  not  slow  to  learn, 
'Twixt  friends  and  foes  at  once  discern, 
Who  's  kind  to  them  seem  quick  to  know, 
And  strong  in  fond  attachment  grow. 

A  temper  cruel  leads  to  strife. 
Ruffling  the  placid  stream  of  life  ; 
But  to  be  gentle,  loving,  kind. 
Is  the  sure  road  to  peace  of  mind. 

As  God  to  man  is  bountiful, 
Let  man  to  beasts  be  merciful. 
For  numerous  blessings  they  produce, 
And  to  his  happiness  conduce  ; 

They  preach  to  us  in  plainest  terms. 
What  Holy  AVrit  itself  affirms — 
"  Cruelty  's  a  vice  God  disapproves, 
Kindness  a  virtue  which  he  loves." 

Let  all,  then,  cultivate  the  one, 
Tlie  other  ever  stricdy  shun. 
And  imitate  God's  Holy  Child, 
Be  kind,  and  merciful,  and  mild. 


THE    EMIGRANT'S    FAREWELL    TO    HIS 
NATIVE    COUNTRY. 

Farewell  !  my  native  land,  farewell  ! 

A  long,  a  last  adieu  ! 
Alas  !  soon  must  thy  friendly  shore 

Fade  sadly  from  my  view. 

Farewell  1  my  native  home,  where  first 
My  childhood's  footsteps  trod, 

Where  first  my  mother  taught  my  lips 
To  lisp  a  prayer  to  God. 

No  more  shall  I  thy  cherished  scenes 

With  pure  delight  behold. 
Thy  forests,  or  thy  sunny  plains, 
.    That  furnish  joy  untold. 

No  more  shall  I  with  pleasure  roam 

O'er  mountain,  vale,  or  dell ; 
But  yet  on  these  my  heart  will  oft 

In  fond  remembrance  dwell. 

^^'ith  trembling  hope  I  now  must  brave 

The  perils  of  the  deep, 
In  trust  that  He  who  rules  the  waves 

Will  me  securely  keep. 

But  still,  although  'twixt  thee  and  me 

The  mighty  billows  roar, 
I'll  not  forget  familiar  scenes 

That  charmed  in  days  of  yore. 


New  toils  and  cares  await  me  now 

In  yonder  distant  clime  ; 
And  oh  !  how  hidden  from  my  view 

My  lot  in  future  time. 

But  yet  in  all  my  years  to  come, 

Whatever  fate  betide, 
I'll  safely  trust  that  Heavenly  Power, 

That  will  my  footsteps  guide. 


TO    HOPE. 

Bright  jewel,  priceless  treasure, 
Best  boon  to  mortals  given, 

Sweet  balm  to  every  sad  heart. 

Blest  Hope,  thou  child  of  Heaven  I 

When  danger  meets  the  sailor, 
And  tempests  round  him  roar, 

'Tis  thy  firm  hand  upholds  him 
And  pointeth  to  the  shore. 

What  is  it  nerves  the  warrior, 
And  bears  him  up  through  life  ? 

'Tis  thy  glad  voice  that  cheers  him 
Amid  the  battle's  strife  : 

'Tis  thy  strong  magic  power 

To  glory  urging  on, 
And  placing  in  his  mind's  eye 

The  fight  already  won. 


How  could  the  hardy  rustic 

Undaunted  go  to  work 
Within  the  earth's  dark  bowels, 

Where  death  and  danger  lurk, 

If  thou  did'st  not  his  brave  heart 
With  potent  spell  surround. 

And  tell  him  trust  no  peril 
Will  on  his  path  be  found  ? 

The  Christian,  struggling  onwards, 
Beneath  life's  heavy  load, 

Faint-hearted  grows  and  weary 

"\^"ith  earth's  rough  toilsome  road  ; 

But  thou  dost  urge  him  forward, 
And  bidd'st  him  cast  his  eye 

To  that  bright  world  above  him, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  sky. 

Wliere  all  his  pains  are  ended. 

And  all  his  sorrows  past. 
In  one  calm  holy  Sabbath, 

Which  shall  for  ever  last. 

Whilst  we,  frail  men,  shall  traverse 

This  dreary  vale  below, 
Thou  shalt  our  souls  enkindle 

With  pure  and  fervent  glow  ; 
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But  when,  earth's  sufferings  over, 
To  reahiis  of  Hght  we  soar, 

To  blessings  long  expected, 
Thou  shalt  cheer  us  no  more ; 

For  lost  shall  be  thy  pleasures 

In  blest  reality, 
And  sung  shall  be  God's  praises 

To  all  eternity. 


THE  BLISS  OF  DEPARTED  Sx\INTS. 

[Ideas  borroivedfroni  the  Tract  Magazine) 

Saints,  who  the  narrow  road  liave  trod, 
Not  one  is  dead,  but  gone  to  God, 
They  're  living  still,  although  not  here, 
They  've  gone  to  fill  a  nobler  sphere  ; 
For  them  we  mourn  not  hopelessly, 
We  know  they  live  eternally. 
They  've  only  left  this  mortal  strife. 
To  live  a  purer  higher  life, 
They  've  calmly  passed  the  darksome  way, 
Into  the  blaze  of  endless  day. 
Harps  of  gold  in  heaven  they  bear. 
And  crowns  of  radiant  glory  wear. 
There  they  wave  victorious  palms. 
And  there  they  sing  triumphant  psalms, 
And  there  they  walk  the  golden  street, 
And  traverse  fields  of  fragrance  sweet ; 


There  too  eternal  spring  doth  bloom, 
Bedecked  with  flowers  of  rich  perfume  ; 
No  winds  of  trial  ever  blow, 
No  tides  of  trouble  ever  flow. 
Ne'er  from  the  heart  escapes  a  sigh. 
And  never  tear  bedims  the  eye  ; 
Afihction  there  they  never  fear, 
And  death  to  them  does  not  draw  near  ; 
No  Rachel  ever  there  appears, 
Shedding  a  mother's  bitter  tears, 
No  loving  sisters  ever  come 
To  weep  at  brother's  silent  tomb. 
No  funeral  cortege  passes  there, 
No  opened  grave  brings  pain  and  care, 
There  never  spreads  its  gloom  the  night, 
But  constant  day  doth  shed  its  light ; 
Health  and  youth,  and  life  and  joy, 
Are  mingled  there  without  alloy. 
Before  the  throne,  a  happy  band, 
The  saints  in  countless  myriads  stand. 
With  rapturous  praises  echoing  round, 
And  all  with  radiant  splendour  crowned, 
Their  robes  all  washed  to  snowy  white 
In  the  Lamb's  blood,  a  dazzling  sight. 
Not  lost  to  us,  but  gone  before, 
They  dwell  upon  the  shining  shore. 
Waiting  for  us  left  here  below. 
Awhile  to  roam  this  vale  of  woe  ; 
We  love  them  still  unceasingly, 
And  shall  love  to  eternity, 
And  they,  too,  from  their  tin-ones  above, 
Look  down  on  us  with  changeless  love. 

B 
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Not  strangers  shall  we  enter  there, 
When  us  to  glory  angels  bear, 
But  loved  ones,  ranged  in  gorgeous  state, 
Shall  welcome  us  at  heaven's  blest  gate, 
To  share  their  perfect  holiness. 
Clothed  in  our  Saviour's  righteousness. 
And  join  with  them  in  bliss  complete, 
Before  Jehovah's  mercy-seat. 


ON   SPRING. 


Hail !  beauteous  Spring  !  with  gladsome  hearts 

We  greet  thy  smiling  face, 
As  thou  recall'st  the  slumbering  earth 

From  winter's  cold  embrace. 

No  more  the  pelting  sleet  drives  past, 

Nor  boisterous  tempests  roar, 
No  more  the  clouds  in  copious  flood 

Their  dashing  torrents  pour  ; 

No  longer  wreaths  of  purest  snow 

O'erspread  the  chilly  ground. 
Nor  crystal  streams  their  course  delay, 

With  icy  fetters  bound. 

From  her  long  sleep  fair  Nature  wakes. 

The  sun's  reviving  beams 
Call  forth  the  insect  tribes,    with  which 

The  air  in  myriads  teems. 
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The  snowdrop  and  the  crocus  first 
Peep  forth  fi-om  out  their  beds, 

The  daisy  next  and  violet  blue 
Lift  up  their  tiny  heads. 

Cheered  by  the  golden  sunbeam's  glow, 
Throughout  the   live-long  day, 

The  feathered  songsters  warble  out 
Their  oft-repeated  lay, 

And  now,  from  wanton  schoolboy's  sight 

Concealed  with  crafty  care, 
Their  nests  of  moss,    or  pliant  twigs, 

By  artful  skill   prepare. 

There  sits  the  patient  dam,    intent 

To  hatch  the  callow  brood, 
And  scarcely  quits  her  snug  retreat 

To  snatch  her  scanty  food. 

Her  loving  mate  with  cheerful  strains, 
Upon  some  neighbouring  bough, 

Beguiles  the  weary  hours  away, 
True  to  his  plighted  vow. 

By  mountain  stream,  or  shady  dell. 

Resounds  the  cuckoo's  note, 
The  plaintive  lapwing's  piercing  cries 

On  gentle  breezes  float. 


The  leafless  copse,  long  tost  by  storms, 
Resumes  its  verdant  green  ; 

And  frisking  on  the  grassy  slope 
The  snow-white  lamb  is  seen. 

There,  see  the  sower  casts  the  grain 

Upon  the  faithful  ground. 
And  then  in  hope  for  harvest  waits 

With  autumn's  plenty  crowned. 

Here  sallies  forth  the  angler  keen, 
With  cunning  bait  procured. 

Eager  to  tempt  th'  unwary  trout 
To  deadly  fate  allured. 

Now  let  each  one  with  thankful  heart. 

At  each  returning  spring, 
Look  up  to  Him  who  rules  the  year, 

And  grateful  praises  sing. 

The  meanest  of  His  creatures  doth 

Proclaim  Almighty  power, 
The  least  of  all  His  mercies  tells 

His  goodness  every  hour. 


IN    MEMORIAM. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  R.  C.  MUSGRAVE, 
BART.,  M.R,   13th  FEB.,  1881. 

Ye  brave  sons  of  Cumbria,  weep  for  the  dead, 
One  more  precious  life  to  its  Maker  hath  fled  ; 
Westmeria,  weep  ;  thy  lost  one  bemoan. 
Ye  twin-sister  counties,  he  was  truly  your  own. 
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Like  the  lightning's  swift  flash  the  startling  news  spread, 
The  cry  flew  abroad,  "  Sir  Richard  is  dead," 
In  response  to  the  words  each  heart  breathed  a  sigh, 
And  the  quick-starting  tear  dimmed  many  an  eye. 

Oh  !  well  may  ye  ask,  in  the  depth  of  your  woe, 
Why  so  noble  a  head  should  thus  soon  be  laid  low : 
But  hush,  do  not  question  God's  wisdom  nor  doubt, 
For  truly  his  ways  are  past  finding  out. 

The  old  House  of  Musgrave  laments  its  brave  chief, 
His  desolate  Lady,  now  bowed  down  with  grief, 
Your  sympathy  claims,  with  each  dear  little  one, 
The  husband  and  father  departed  and  gone. 

O  fair  Eden  Hall  !  his  own  native  spot, 
How  bitter  thy  sorrow,  how  sad  is  thy  lot  ! 
The  "  desire  of  thine  eyes  "  is  taken  away. 
At  the  call  of  his  Master  he  might  not  here  stay. 

But  we  think  not  alone  of  thy  desolate  hearth, 
A  wide  country  round  mourns  a  man  of  great  worth, 
Rich  and  poor  alike  have  all  lost  a  friend, 
Who  by  word  or  by  deed  aid  ever  would  lend. 

Genial  and  liberal,  benevolent,  kind, 

Rare  powers  of  body,  refinement  of  mind 

It  was  his  to  possess  ;  whatever  the  cost. 

When  duty's  voice  bade,  he  was  found  at  his  post. 
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By  the  will  of  his  County  elected  of  late 
To  serve  in  the  great  wise  councils  of  state, 
A  brilliant  prospect  unfolded  to  sight, 
And  promised  a  future  both  useful  and  bright. 

But  all  now  is  over  ;  his  body  is  laid 
In  the  cold  dust  of  earth  from  whence  it  was  made, 
And  his  spirit  hath  flown  to  the  Father  of  love, 
For  ever  to  dwell  in  the  regions  above, 

Where  the  honours  of  earth  are  exchanged  for  a  crown, 
Surpassing  in  splendour  all  worldly  renown, 
And  reigning  in  bliss  each  perfected  one 
Is  exhalted  on  high  to  a  glorious  throne. 


WINTER. 

The  moaning  wind  sighs  through  the  trees, 

And  tells  the  dismal  tale. 
That  not  a  flower  blooms  on  the  hill. 

Nor  perfume  scents  the  dale. 

Each  bough  has  cast  its  verdant  robe. 

The  leaves  lie  wan  and  sere, 
And  rustling  sadly  'neath  our  feet 

Proclaim  stern  winter  here. 

Beneath  the  sun's  declining  rays 

The  lengthened  shadows  fall ; 
The  darkened  sky  frowns  overhead, 

Black  as  a  funeral  pall ; 
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Then  down  the  furious  torrents  pour, 

Impatient  of  control, 
And  to  the  mighty  oceans'  gulf 

With  swift  destruction  roll. 

Hushed  is  the  feathered  songsters'  voice^ 

No  music  fills  the  air, 
No  mellow  strains  to  greet  the  ear, 

But  silence  everywhere ; 

No  humming  bee  is  on  the  wing, 
Revelling  'mid  honeyed  plains. 

No  insects  dancing  in  the  sun, 
O'er  nature  stillness  reigns. 

The  bird  beneath  the  drooping  eaves 

Shelters  its  shivering  head, 
The  insect  snug  and  patient  lies 

Within  its  tiny  bed. 

No  time  for  sturdy  rustic  now 

To  till  the  naked  fields, 
No  reaper  toils  amid  the  stores 

The  golden  harvest  yields. 

The  lofty  hills  from  view  concealed 

With  cloudy  mantles  lie, 
Or  clad  in  snowy  beauty  rise 

Majestic  to  the  sky. 
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The  rich  man  'mid  his  wealth  feels  not 
The  ills  that  winter  brings  ; 

The  poor  man  in  his  wretched  cot 
Knows  well  its  bitter  stings. 


Then  ye,  who  all  life's  comforts  have, 
Take  something  from  your  store, 

To  cheer  the  poor  man's  fainting  heart. 
And  keep  want  from  his  door. 

But  let  me  not  of  all  thine  hours 

A  dismal  story  tell ; 
Oh  !  canst  thou  not,  bleak  winter,  show 

A  brighter  side  as  well  ? 

■\Vhat,  do  the  joys  that  life  bestows 

To  summer  all  belong  ? 
To  grant  thee  none,  poor  winter,  were 

A  hardship  and  a  wrong. 

No  !  oft  thy  piercing  cold  affords 
What  summer  hours  refuse, 

Diversion  of  a  pleasant  kind. 
Upon  the  "  iron  shoes." 

See  how  the  youth,  when  icy  chains 

Bind  fast  the  placid  lake. 
Upon  the  smooth  and  glassy  road 

Their  happy  pastimes  take  ; 
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Swift  as  an  arrow  gliding  by, 

Each  joins  the  merry  race, 
And  the  warm  ruddy  blush  of  health 

Glows  bright  on  every  face. 

And  then  how  glad  the  Christmas  time, 
When  friends  each  other  greet, 

And  the  domestic  altar  round 
In  sweet  reunion  meet. 

Such  are  thy  joys  ;  nor  these  alone 

Thy  passing  days  impart ; 
Thy  varied  pleasures  ever  claim 

A  place  in  every  heart ; 

But  this  our  best,  our  purest  joy 

That  now  we  hail  the  day, 
On  which  the  Son  of  God  was  born, 

To  take  our  sins  away. 


A  RURAL  PICTURE  ON  A  SUMMER  EA^ENING 

The  blazing  sun's  declining  rays  have  fled, 
Yet  faintly  linger  glimmering  streaks  of  red, 
To  sultry  heat  succeeds  a  softer  air, 
Nature  seeks  rest,  her  lost  strength  to  rei)air. 

The  pale  moon,  rising  with  resplendent  light, 
Proclaims  to  mortals  the  approach  of  night. 
The  earth  beneath  her  silvery  lustre  glows. 
And  stillness  over  all  her  mantle  throws. 
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The  peasant,  happy  in  his  humble  lot, 
His  task  completed,  seeks  his  lowly  cot, 
The  playful  children,  clustering  by  his  side, 
Watch  mother's  hands  the  frugal  meal  provide. 

The  noisy  rooks,  home  hastening  from  the  fields, 
Reseek  the  shelter  which  the  forest  yields ; 
The  bleeting  flocks,  at  twilight's  stilly  hour. 
In  peace  repose  beneath  the  shady  bower. 

The  swallows,  twittering  o'er  the  rippling  lake. 
As  arrows  swift,  their  sportive  pastimes  take  ; 
Th'  affrighted  bat,  that  shuns  the  midday  light, 
Quits  his  retreat,  and  takes  his  rapid  flight. 

In  quest  of  food  starts  forth  the  moaning  owl, 
The  cunning  fox  begins  his  deadly  prowl ; 
The  drumming  beetle,  rushing  over  head 
With  buzzing  wings,  tells  that  the  day  has  fled. 

Obedient  to  the  milkmaid's  well-known  call, 
The  lowing  herd,  as  shades  of  evening  fall, 
By  natural  force  of  wonted  habit  led, 
Winds  to  the  fold  with  slowly-measured  tread. 

Raised  by  the  industrious  farmer's  skilful  hand, 
The  fragrant  haystacks  in  neat  order  stand ; 
And,  gently  waved  by  every  breeze  that  blows. 
The  bending  corn  in  rich  luxuriance  grows. 

All  nature's  works,  trees,  mountains,  fields  and  rills^ 
Each  one  of  these  my  mind  with  pleasure  fills, 
Each  one,  subservient  to  its  Maker's  word. 
From  nature  leads  my  thoughts  to  nature's  Lord. 
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"COAIE  UNTO  ME."— Matt,  xi.,  28. 

When  wearied  with  sin  and  laden  with  care, 
The  Christian  pilgrim  sinks  down  in  despair, 
The  Saviour  cries,  "  Come,  O  sinner  distressed, 
Come  thou  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  rest." 

When  trials  assail,  and  troubles  abound. 

And  affliction's  dark  tide  comes  swelling  around, 

Again  he  is  heard  thus  whispering  low, 

"  Come  thou  unto  me,  and  I'll  comfort  bestow." 

When,  hungry  he  faints,  and  yearning  he  craves 
For  the  bread  which  alone  the  perishing  saves, 
His  gentle  voice  speaks  in  accents  of  love, 
"  Come  thou  unto  me,  I'm  the  bread  from  above." 

When,  thirsty  he  seeks,  on  life's  toilsome  road. 
The  refreshing  stream  of  the  river  of  God, 
Those  words  sound  far  sweeter  than  tongue  can  tell, 
"  Come  thou  unto  me,  I'm  the  one  living  vvell." 

"  Oh  !  heed  ye  my  voice,  for  I  am  the  door, 
By  me  is  the  entrance  to  "  good  things  "  in  store  ; 
I  am  the  good  shepherd,  both  watchful  and  true, 
The  hireling  fleeth,  and  cares  not  for  you. 

"  I  am  the  vine,  and  the  branches  are  ye. 
Abide  still  in  me,  and  ye  fruitful  shall  be, 
Disunited  from  me  ye  cumber  the  ground. 
And  henceforth  for  ever  shall  barren  be  found. 
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*'  I'm  the  author  of  faith,  and  finisher  too, 
The  soul's  sure  anchor,  both  steadfast  and  true  ; 
The  refuge  of  hope,  to  which  ye  may  flee. 
The  God  of  all  love,  oh  !  come  unto  me." 

"  As  a  great  rock's  shadow  in  a  weary  land, 
I  shelter  my  flock  with  omnipotent  hand  ; 
A  horn  of  salvation,  a  helper  in  need, 
Your  captain,  to  battle  and  victory  to  lead. 

*'  I  am  the  life,  and  the  truth,  and  the  way. 
Your  castle,  your  buckler,  in  trouble  your  stay  ; 
Oh  !  look  unto  me,  obey  ye  my  call, 
I  the  Saviour  who  speak  am  all  things  to  all." 


TO  THE  SNOWDROP. 


Beautiful  snowdrop  !  fair  herald  of  spring  ! 
With  exquisite  pleasure  thy  praises  I  sing, 
Ever  the  foremost  the  tidings  to  tell, 
That  winter  to  us  is  bidding  farewell. 
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Hail  to  thee  !  hail  to  thee  !  elegant  flower  ! 
With  gladness  we  greet  the  sun-shiny  hour ; 
Welcome  !  oh  welcome  !  sweet  first-fruits  of  earth  ! 
We  greet  the  bright  season  that  gives  thee  thy  birth. 

Thy  return  proclaims  God's  goodness  and  love, 
Ever  showering  rich  gifts  down  from  above, 
And  bids  us  behold  his  omnipotent  power, 
Displayed  in  the  birth  of  the  tiniest  flower. 
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Oh  !  what  though  thou  breathest  no  fragrance  around, 
No  comelfer  flower  adorneth  the  ground ; 
Clothed  in  pure  garments  of  delicate  white, 
Thy  beauty  is  peerless  and  gladdens  the  sight. 

Thou  tellest  us  spring  is  nearing  our  shores, 
With  health  on  her  pinions,  and  joy  in  full  stores, 
Golden  light  scattering  over  the  land, 
Spreading  her  treasures  with  bountiful  hand. 

Emblem  of  purity,  stainless,  divine. 
Be  ever  our  robes  as  spotless  as  thine, 
That  so  we  may  bloom  in  the  land  far  away, 
Where  shines  the  bright  spring  with  perpetual  ray. 


A  BOY'S  LAMENT  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A 
FAVOURITE  DOG. 

Oh  !  hast  thou  then  left  me,  my  trusty  old  pet  ? 
Thy  loss  I  shall  mourn  with  unfeigned  regret, 
And  down  my  sad  cheeks  bitter  tears  will  flow. 
Since  thou'rt  swept  from  my  side  by  death's  cruel  blow. 

Oh  !  my  faithful  companion,  thy  large  bright  eye 
With  that  of  the  sage  in  expression  might  vie  ; 
And  well  might  thy  woolly  and  black  curly  hair 
With  the  locks  of  the  fair  young  maiden  compare. 

The  same  number  of  summers  and  winters  we've  seen, 
For  twice  seven  years  we  ne'er  parted  have  been  ; 
My  summons  with  speed  thou  didst  ever  obey, 
And  to  thy  young  master  fond  reverence  pay. 
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And  when  the  dark  night's  shades  enshrouded  our  home, 
And  peaceful  sleep's  fetters  o'er  each  one  had  come, 
Thy  faithful  watch  keeping,  like  sentinel  brave, 
From  ruthless  invaders  didst  gallantly  save. 

But  now  I  must  bid  thee  for  ever  farewell, 

No  more  shall  re-echo  thy  voice  through  the  dell ; 

No  longer  with  thee,  of  my  boyhood  the  pride. 

Shall  I  chase  the  wild  birds  on  the  bleak  mountain's  side. 

No  longer  again,  where  the  bleating  flocks  feed, 
Shalt  thou  bound  unrestrained  o'er  the  verdant  mead ; 
No  more  by  the  sea's  rocky  shore  shalt  thou  roam, 
Nor  eagerly  dash  through  the  white  surging  foam. 

Thy  cold  lifeless  form  I  will  gently  lay  low, 
In  the  garden  beneath  where  the  sweet  roses  blow, 
Fragrant  flowers  shall  bloom  o'er  the  hallowed  spot. 
Where  quiet  thy  slumber,  and  peaceful  thy  lot. 

Thou  shalt  lie  undisturbed  when  the  wintry  wind  blows, 

And  nought  shall  awaken  thy  last  long  repose  ; 

A  neat  little  stone  to  thy  memory  dear, 

Shall  thy  resting-place  mark  throughout  the  long  year. 


THE   POWER   OF   FAITH. 

Without  the  power  of  faith  what  would  man  be? 
Condemned  to  toil  in  hopeless  misery, 
In  dark  despair  which  would  his  heart  oppress, 
Clouding  his  view  of  future  happiness. 
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Blind  as  a  heathen,  to  the  gospel  light 
A  stranger,  groping  in  sin's  dismal  night ; 
Even  the  brute  would  share  a  happier  lot, 
Which  lives,  and  dies,  and  then  is  soon  forgot. 

But  man  is  doomed  to  fill  another  sphere, 
Loftier  by  far  than  that  we  witness  here, 
In  which  he  now  by  faith  learns  to  believe. 
More  glorious  than  his  highest  thoughts  conceive. 

Faith  is  the  soul's  eye,  onward  stretching  still 
To  those  good  things  beyond  the  grave,  until 
We  realise  the  blessedness  in  store, 
And  join  the  shining  host  gone  on  before. 

Just  as  the  bodily  eye,  when  looking  out 
On  earth,  of  its  existence  cannot  doubt. 
So  faith  mounts  up  as  though  it  were  on  wings, 
And  scans  the  truth  of  all  eternal  things; 

The  God  who  reigns  above  it  brings  to  view, 

Who  knows  our  thoughts,  and  words,  and  actions  too, 

Doubts  not  the  Saviour  for  us  crucified. 

Nor  him  by  whom  our  hearts  are  sanctified  ; 

It  feels  assured  of  what  the  Scriptures  say 
Of  heaven,  and  hell,  and  of  the  judgment-day, 
And  to  the  soul's  immortal  destiny. 
And  each  great  truth,  assents  implicitly. 
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Just  as  a  tree  by  its  own  fruits  is  known, 
E'en  so  by  good  works  only  faith  is  shown, 
It  is  the  root  from  which  they  all  proceed, 
Where  these  are  not  the  root  is  dead  indeed. 

What  though  temptation's  net  be  spread  around, 
And  perils  on  our  daily  path  abound. 
Though  Satan's  forces  'gainst  us  be  arrayed. 
And  snares  to  trap  th'  unwary  feet  be  laid. 

With  faith  to  set  our  God  before  our  eyes, 
And  keep  in  sight  the  everlasting  prize. 
We  shall  maintain  the  fight,  and  win  at  last 
In  armour  strongly  clad  of  heavenly  cast. 


LABOUR  IN  THE  VINEYARD. 

"  Go,  labour  in  the  vineyard," 
I  hear  the  Saviour  say, 

"  The  harvest  truly  's  plenteous. 
Go,  work  for  me  to-day, 

"  Ye'll  find  some  barren  figtree. 
That  beareth  leaves  alone, 

Go,  prune  and  dig  about  it. 
Then,  if  more  fruitful  grown, 

"  Spare  it  a  little  longer. 

And  suffer  it  to  stand. 
But  if  no  fruit  appeareth. 

Smite  it  with  heavy  hand. 
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'*  Some  weary  souls,  and  laden 
With  sin's  oppressive  load, 

Must  be  released,  and  brought  back 
To  holiness  and  God. 

"  There  are  benighted  heathen, 
Who've  never  known  the  way. 

Who  grope  in  wretched  blindness, 
Without  true  wisdom's  ray  ; 

*'  And  these  must  hear  the  gospel. 
And  heed  the  blessed  word, 

Their  dark  souls  to  enlighten. 
And  lead  them  to  the  Lord. 

"  Some  are  in  Satan's  power. 

Sighing  for  liberty. 
Go,  fight  for  them  and  struggle, 

To  set  the  captives  free. 

*'  Yes  !  there  is  work  for  each  one, 

Who  has  a  willing  heart, 
In  youth,  or  age,  or  manhood. 

Each  one  may  bear  a  part. 

"  Then  if  ye  've  borne  the  burden, 

And  all  the  heat  of  day. 
Or  were  invited  later, 

When  morn  had  passed  away, 

c 
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"  Your  wages  are  appointed, 

In  that  far-distant  land, 
Where  all  shall  meet  together, 

A  holy  happy  band  ; 

"  Where  all  your  work  is  ended, 
And  all  your  toiling  past, 

And  ye  have  found  the  sweet  rest. 
Which  shall  for  ever  last." 


TRANSLATION  FROM  HORACE'S  ODES, 
BOOK  II.,  ODE  lo. 

If  thou  woulds't  wise  and  prosperous  be, 
Trust  not  to  the  wide  open  sea 
Thy  fragile  bark,  nor  yet  too  near 
The  rocky  shore  thy  vessel  steer. 
If  thou  would'st  make,  whate'er  betide. 
The  golden  mean  of  life  thy  guide, 
Avoid  the  filth  of  squalid  cot, 
Yet  lofty  palace  covet  not. 
The  stateliest  pinetrees,  mounting  high, 
By  furious  winds  all  prostrate  lie  ; 
The  highest  turrets,  towering  aloft. 
With  heaviest  crash  are  shattered  oft ; 
The  hills  that  prop  the  arch  of  heaven 
By  lightning's  flash  are  oftenest  riven. 
The  mind  that's  taught  in  wisdom's  way, 
When  trials  sore  obscure  its  day, 
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Still  learns  to  hope  for  a  sunnier  hour, 

When  the  storm  shall  have  ceased  to  lower. 

But  if  good  fortune  for  a  while 

Upon  thy  course  propitious  smile, 

Be  watchful  still  with  jealous  dread. 

Lest  darkening  clouds  break  o'er  thy  head. 

When  the  grim  winter's  blasts  are  o'er. 

The  joyful  spring  succeeds  once  more  ; 

If  trials  now  thy  path  beset, 

Happier  days  await  thee  yet. 

Oft  Phoebus  wakes  the  silent  lyre, 

And  tuneful  strains  his  soul  inspire  ; 

Nor  always  bends  his  fatal  bow, 

To  spread  o'er  earth  disease  and  woe. 

If  fortune  frowns,  and  ills  oppress, 

Let  courage  firm  thy  soul  possess  ; 

But  if  thy  bark  securely  sail 

Before  a  too  auspicious  gale, 

Let  not  vain  pomp  into  thy  mind 

Nor  boastful  pride  admission  find. 


RUSTIC  PLEASURES. 
Amid  the  teeming  thousands 

That  throng  the  city's  street. 
Where  there  is  nought  but  turmoil 

The  eye  and  ear  to  meet, 

What  is  there  can  unburden 
From  heavy  cares  the  mind  ? 

AMiat  to  relieve  th'  oppressive 
A\'cary  hours  can'st  thou  find  ? 
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Give  me  the  varied  pleasures 

Of  peaceful  rural  life, 
Where  nature  spreads  her  treasures, 

Away  from  city's  strife ; 

Give  me  the  rugged  mountains. 
The  sweetly-scented  heath, 

The  fertile  bright-green  meadows. 
That  stretch  afar  beneath. 

The  streamlet's  murmuring  ripple, 
The  fragrance  of  the  field. 

Luxuriant  trees  and  flowerets, 
These  all  true  pleasure  yield. 

Who  would  not  love  dame  Nature  ? 

How  happily  she  dwells 
By  fountains'  shady  margins. 

And  in  the  sylvan  dells. 

I  love  the  garden's  labour, 
E'er  watching  with  delight 

The  growth  of  every  seedling. 
Up-reaching  to  the  light ; 

But  though  we  plant  and  water, 

And  nurture  as  we  please, 
Still  let  us  e'er  remember. 

Whose  power  doth  give  th'  increase. 
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What  rapture  forth  to  sally, 

With  angler's  rod  in  hand, 
When  summer's  golden  glories 

Encircle  all  the  land  ; 

More  healthful  recreation 

Is  found  not  anywhere. 
It  calms  awhile  life's  tumults. 

Its  trouble,  strife,  and  care. 

But  while  we  prize  the  pastimes 

The  quiet  country  brings,  -^i-*' 

Ne'er  be  we  careless  idlers. 

Forgetting  graver  things ; 

In  crowded  lanes  and  alleys 

Of  every  swarming  town. 
Life's  labours  are  divided, 

And  each  one  has  his  own, 

So  in  tlie  scattered  valley, 

On  hillside  lonely  too, 
No  hand  should  e'er  be  slothful, 

There's  work  enough  to  do. 

Labour  is  sweet,  but  sweetest 

'Mid  nature's  landscapes  fair, 
E'er  be  it  mine  such  pleasures 

\N'ilh  sweets  of  toil  to  share. 
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LINES  SUGGESTED  BY  THE  SIGHT 
OF  A  FLOOD. 

Once  when  the  earth,  fair  from  its  Maker's  hand, 

In  sin  and  vice  was  steeped,  at  IJis  command 

The  dark  clouds  gathering  round,  with  vengeance  stored, 

In  raging  flood  their  rushing  torrents  poured, 

And  swift  destruction  on  a  guilty  world 

With  retribution's  awful  terrors  hurled, 

One  pious  remnant  only  left  to  tell 

The  dismal  ruin  which  all  else  befell. 

But  when  His  wrath  had  dealt  its  deadly  blow, 

In  the  bright  sky  appeared  the  circling  bow, 

The  sacred  pledge  by  God  to  mortals  given, 

That  ne'er  again  would  all  things  under  Heaven 

Be  cut  off  by  the  waters  of  a  flood, 

T'  appease  the  wrath  of  an  offended  God. 

But  often  now,  as  in  those  days  of  yore, 

List,  where  the  thickening  clouds  begin  to  lower, 

The  distant  thunder  rolls  with  threatening  growl, 

And  blackness  spreads  around  with  sullen  scowl, 

And  all  at  once,  released  its  pent-up  stores. 

Headlong  to  earth  the  raging  torrent  pours  ; 

On  every  side,  behold,  from  mountain  peaks, 

Th'  impetuous  flood  the  lowlands  madly  seeks, 

And,  in  one  mass  united,  every  rill 

Swells  the  broad  river's  vast  expanse,  until, 

Swift  as  a  steed  impatient  of  the  reins, 

It  sweeps  terrific  o'er  the  fertile  plains, 

And,  heedless  of  the  farmer's  careful  toil. 

Of  its  fair  treasures  strips  the  fruitful  soil. 
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Yet  onward  still  the  roaring  waters  bound, 

And  oft  the  woolly  flocks  with  death  surround  ; 

Oft  trees,  as  if  by  magic  force  uptost, 

In  the  deep  current's  boiling  gulf  are  lost ; 

And  with  wild  fury,  heedless  of  control, 

Down  to  the  ocean's  mighty  bosom  roll. 

At  length  Almighty  power  the  clouds  dispels, 

His  potent  word  the  maddened  tempest  quells, 

Sol's  welcome  beams  gladden  the  brightening  day. 

And  stillness  holds  again  her  peaceful  sway  ; 

And  though,  according  to  his  promise  kept, 

Man  is  no  more  from  earth  by  waters  swept. 

Sad  traces  of  God's  ire,  both  near  and  far, 

The  shattered  form  of  fair  creation  mar. 


THE    TEMPEST    STHXED.— 
Matt.  viii.   23 — 27. 

The  little  ship  is  sailing  out 

Upon  Gennesaret's  lake, 
The  Saviour  and  his  chosen  few 

On  it  their  places  take  ; 

When  lo  1  the  stormy  winds  arise, 

The  surging  waters  roar, 
The  foaming  waves  mount  up  on  high, 

And  dash  against  the  shore ; 
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And  while  the  frail  and  quivering  bark 

Is  tossing  on  the  deep, 
Hid  by  the  raging  breakers'  flood, 

The  Saviour  rests  in  sleep. 

His  trembling  followers,  seized  with  dread, 

Approach  with  piteous  cry, 
And  wake  him  from  his  peaceful  couch, 

"  Lord,  save  us,  else  we  die  "  ! 

"  O  ye  of  little  faith,"  said  he 
"  Why  so  cast  down  with  fear  ? 

Why  so  oppressed  your  failing  hearts, 
With  me,  your  Saviour  near  ?  " 

He  rose,  and  with  a  word  rebuked 

The  mighty  tempest's  roar, 
The  swelling  billows  cease  to  roll, 

Calmed  are  the  winds  once  more. 

They  stand  amazed,  and,  wondering, 
"  What  man  is  this  "  ?  say  they, 

"  What  kind  of  man  is  this  who  speaks, 
And  winds  and  sea  obey  "  ? 

AVhen  dangers  seem  to  gather  round. 

To  him,  your  Saviour,  fly, 
Trusting  no  evil  will  befall, 

\Mien  he,  the  Lord,  is  nigh. 


33 

THOUGHTS  TAKEN  FROM  HORACE'S 
ODES,  BOOK  IV.,  ODE  7. 

The  snow  has  fled,  the  springing  turf 

Is  clothed  with  shining  green, 
The  trees,  which  through  long  dreary  months 

All  stript  and  bare  have  been, 

Put  forth  their  foliage  new  ;  the  earth, 

Chilled  by  the  stormy  blasts. 
Its  vernal  bloom  once  more  resumes, 

And  its  wintry  mantle  casts. 

Now  Zephyr's  softening  influence  breathes 

O'er  every  fertile  plain  : 
The  lessening  rivers  gliding  by 

Within  their  banks  remain. 

The  passing  year,  its  rapid  flight 

Unwilling  to  delay, 
Warns  us  that  here  'mid  earthly  scenes 

We  shall  not  always  stay. 

The  rolling  seasons,  hastening  past 

In  swift  succession  still. 
Upheld  by  Clod's  unerring  laws, 

A  regular  course  fulfil. 

First  comes  the  smiling  spring,  which  does 

Our  hearts  with  gladness  store, 
The  lengthened  days  of  summer  next 

O'er  earth  their  treasures  pour. 
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Then  autumn  with  its  fruits  and  flowers 
A  boundless  feast  provides ; 

Last,  winter  'neath  the  driving  storm 
His  frowning  visage  hides. 

Thus  nature  seeks  by  constant  change 

Her  losses  to  restore  ; 
But  man,  to  dust  and  ashes  brought, 

On  earth  is  seen  no  more. 

Who  knows,  ere  sets  another  sun, 

"WTiat  shall  befall  our  way  ? 
Then  let  not  from  our  hands  escape 

The  joys  of  the  passing  day. 

Not  all  the  show  of  regal  pomp. 

Nor  solid  learning's  lore, 
Nor  yet  religion's  holy  power, 

May  us  to  life  restore. 

When  once  the  judge's  solemn  lips 
The  stern  decree  has  passed, 

Our  state  no  earthly  change  can  know, 
But  shall  for  ever  last. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  BEACONSFIELD 
April  19th,   1881. 

What  soul  did  not,  throughout  those  anxious  days. 
In  th'  universal  trouble  bear  its  part  ? 
Who  did  not  watch,  in  breathless  deep  suspense, 
The  daily  tidings  with  a  trembling  heart  ? 
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Alternate  hopes  and  fears  prevailed,  but  now 
The  struggle  's  ended,  death  hath  slain  his  foe : 
Fair  England  !  how  thy  mighty  one  has  fallen  ! 
Thy  great  and  noble  Beaconsfield  laid  low. 

The  voice  of  mourning  echoes  far  and  wide, 
From  royal  palace  to  the  peasant's  cot. 
Sad  is  thy  loss,  throughout  thy  length  and  breadth 
His  world-known  name  will  never  be  forgot. 

In  his  strong  hand  thy  destinies  were  safe. 
The  champion  of  thy  freedom,  rights  and  laws, 
Thine  honour  to  maintain  his  utmost  aim. 
First  in  the  battle  to  uphold  thy  cause. 

All  party  feelings  now  are  laid  aside, 
Friends  and  opponents  all  thy  sorrow  share ; 
Good  men  and  true,  who  for  thy  glory  strive, 
And  serve  thee  faithfully,  thou  canst  ill  spare. 

Upright,  far-seeing,  patriotic,  firm. 
Of  burning  eloquence,  powerful  in  debate, 
Trusted,  admired,  dear  to  thy  people's  heart, 
No  man  more  fit  to  wield  th'  affairs  of  state. 

All  honour  to  his  memory  !  God  raise  up 
A  worthy  follower  in  his  steps  to  tread. 
Staunch  to  defend  thee  in  a  time  of  need, 
And  keep  old  England  at  the  nations'  head. 

Earth's  cares  and  labours  now  for  ever  past, 
In  ripe  old  age  to  his  last  rest  gone  down, 
Thy  loss  to  him  is  everlasting  gain, 
In  heaven  he  wears  a  bright  unfading  crown. 
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THE  RICH  MAN    AND  LAZARUS, 
Luke  xvl,  19 — 31. 

A  certain  man  of  riches  great, 

In  fine  apparel  clad. 
Lived  sumptuously  in  gorgeous  state 

And  every  luxury  had  ; 

Each  day  he  spends  in  affluent  ease, 
Himself  to  pleasure  gives, 

Nor  others  ever  seeks  to  please, 
But  selfishly  he  lives. 

A  beggar,  too,  diseased  and  poor, 

Of  helpless  piteous  case. 
In  sorrow  at  the  rich  man's  door. 

Takes  up  his  daily  place  ; 

Wasted  with  hunger's  pangs  he  sits, 
How  wretched  none  can  tell, 

Desirous  of  the  broken  bits, 
"Which  from  his  table  fell ; 

The  dogs,  with  pity  moved,  approach, 
And  lick  his  bleeding  sores. 

E'en  brutes  that  selfishness  reproach. 
Which  justly  God  abhors. 

It  comes  to  pass  that  Lazarus  is 
The  first  to  pine  and  die  ; 

The  angels,  bearing  him  to  bliss, 
To  Abraham's  bosom  fly. 
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The  rich  man  dies,  and  with  parade 

Is  carried  to  his  grave  ; 
Oh  !  what  can  all  his  riches  aid 

His  soul  from  death  to  save  ? 

In  hell  he  lifteth  up  his  eyes, 

^^'ith  dreadful  torments  tried. 
Afar  off  Abraham  then  espies, 

And  Lazarus  by  his  side. 

"  O  father  Abraham,"  says  he, 
"  Hear  me,  Avith  misery  wrung, 

A  drop  of  water  send  to  me, 
To  cool  my  burning  tongue." 

"  Remember,  son,  thou  had'st  good  things, 

And  Lazarus  had  the  ill, 
But  now  thou  hast  of  sin  the  stings. 

Of  comfort  he  his  fill. 

"  Beside  all  this  between  us  still 

A  mighty  gulf  has  lain. 
And  pass  it  whosoever  will, 

May  try,  but  tries  in  vain." 

"  Send  therefore  to  my  father's  home, 

For  I  have  brethren  five, 
Let  Lazarus  from  thy  bosom  come, 

Whilst  they  are  yet  alive, 
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"  Send  to  those  brethren  from  on  high, 
To  warn  them  of  this  flame, 

That  he  to  them  may  testify, 
Lest  they  partake  my  shame." 

"  Oh  !  no,"  he  says  "  that  will  not  save, 

Nor  profit  them  indeed, 
They  Moses  and  the  prophets  have, 

To  them  they  must  give  heed." 

"  Nay,  father  Abraham,  hear,  I  pray. 

If  from  the  dead  one  went, 
They  would  believe,  cast  sin  away, 

And  instantly  repent." 

"  If  to  the  prophets'  words,"  says  he, 
"  They  will  not  now  attend. 

They  never  will  persuaded  be, 
Though  from  the  dead  I  send." 


LINES  SUGGESTED  BY  A  VIEW  FROM 

ANICK,  NEAR  HEXHAM, 

0N;A  VERY  MILD  DAY  IN  JANUARY,  1872. 

The  air  is  calm,  the  sky  serene. 

Like  April's  morn  it  seems. 
The  fluttering  insects  gaily  dance 

In  Sol's  refreshing  beams. 
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One  almost  thinks  rude  Boreas, 

Too  early  fled  away, 
Has  left  the  wondering  elements 

To  gentler  Zephyr's  sway. 

Outstretching  wide  a  far-famed  dale 

Bursts  on  th'  admiring  sight, 
Where  England's  rival  sons  of  old 

Engaged  in  deadly  fight. 

Behold,  upon  the  metal  road 

Steam's  wondrous  powers  displayed, 

All  honour  to  the  mighty  mind 
Which  such  discovery  made  ! 

There  noble  Tyne  meandering  down 

In  stately  grandeur  flows, 
Along  whose  banks  broad  meadows  .si)read,. 

Where  richest  verdure  grows. 

There  seated  on  a  gentle  slope 
Rise  Hexham's  time-worn  walls  ; 

And  tlicre  renowned  in  bygone  days. 
The  Abbey's  shadow  falls. 

On  every  side  tall  forests  reach 

Far  as  I  stretch  mine  eyes. 
And  yonder  distant  mountains  seem 

To  mingle  with  the  skies. 
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Here  hardy  ploughman's  reeking  team 

Upturns  the  fruitful  soil, 
Which  in  the  golden  harvest-time 

Pays  back  the  farmer's  toil. 

There  sheltered  by  some  hillock's  nook 

The  spotted  cattle  lie  ; 
Here  bleeting  flocks  the  pastures  crop 

"NA'hich  scarce  their  wants  supply. 

From  mansion  tall  and  lowly  cot 
The  curling  smoke  ascends, 

And,  quickly  lost  to  human  sight, 
With  cloudy  vapours  blends. 

And  as  I  gaze  upon  the  scene, 

My  mind  at  once  reflects 
On  Him  whose  mighty  hand  this  great 

Terrestrial  ball  directs. 


THE  TWENTY-FIRST  OF  JUNE. 

The  day  hath  reached  its  utmost  length, 
Phoebus  attained  his  greatest  strength, 
Glad  summer  now  is  at  the  height. 
The  earth  is  filled  with  golden  light, 
Rare  treasures  spread  on  every  hand, 
And  richest  beauty  clothes  the  land. 
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Nature  hath  donned  her  robes  most  fair, 

A  wreath  of  roses  in  her  hair, 

A  daisy  bracelet  round  her  arm, 

She  's  decked  Avith  every  sweetest  charm, 

Around  her  graceful  neck  is  hung 

A  chain  with  flowery  pearls  all  strung, 

A  basket  by  her  side  o'erflows 

With  every  luscious  fruit  that  grows  ; 

A  mossy  carpet,  loveliest  green, 

Laid  for  her  feet,  a  gladdening  scene, 

Her  face  all  bright,  her  heart  so  gay, 

Like  bride  upon  her  wedding  day. 

And  yet  though  all  is  light  and  joy, 

The  scene  is  not  without  alloy  ; 

Just  as  when  in  a  clear  blue  sky 

A  darkening  cloud  is  passing  by, 

One  gloomy  thought  asserts  its  sway 

And  dims  the  brig;htness  of  tlie  dav. 

The  thought  is  this,  that  now  at  last 

The  sun  his  longest  course  hath  passed, 

The  \cnr  will  soon  be  growing  old. 

And  hastening  on  to  winter's  cold. 

Of  all  the  seasons  of  the  year, 

That  wliich  doth  most  the  sjjirits  cheer, 

Which  doth  the  choicest  pleasures  bring, 

1  give  the  i)alm  to  balmy  sjjring. 

F 
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A  FATHER'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  SON  ON 
GOING    OUT  INTO  THE  WORLD. 

I  watched  thee,  my  son,  through  thy  earliest  years, 
When  thou  hadst  just  entered  this  sad  vale  of  tears  ; 
I  fostered  thy  boyhood  with  tenderest  care, 
Thy  youth  for  life's  battle  I  strove  to  prepare. 

And  now  thou  art  called  from  thy  home  to  depart, 
Thy  father's  last  warning  lay  up  in  thine  heart ; 
My  heart  is  now  trembling  with  anxious  fears, 
For  wickedness  still  in  false  colours  appears. 

Then  enter,  my  son,  the  stern  conflict  of  life, 
Which  is  waged  'mid  sorrow,  confusion,  and  strife, 
And  gird  on  thy  armour,  tlie  helmet,  the  sword. 
Which  the  precepts  of  true  religion  afford. 

Gay  wicked  companions  will  strive  every  way 
From  wisdom's  good  pathway  to  lead  thee  astray ; 
But  heed  not  their  folly,  avoid  the  dark  snare 
^Vhich  is  secretly  hid  'neath  pleasure's  false  glare. 

Though  temptations  and  cares  may  often  assail, 
Yet  let  not  thy  faith  nor  thy  fortitude  fail ; 
In  joy  or  in  sorrow,  in  weal  or  in  woe, 
To  thy  Father  in  heaven  forget  not  to  go. 

In  the  straight  road  of  duty  go  manfully  on, 
And  think  in  whose  strength  the  great  conquest  is  won ; 
And  if  thou  in  distress  wise  counsel  shalt  need, 
Then  ask  of  the  Friend  who  thy  footsteps  can  lead. 
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Though  us  in  future  long  distance  shall  sever, 
In  the  thoughts  of  my  heart  I  will  bear  thee  for  ever ; 
Both  at  home  and  abroad,  by  night  and  by  day, 
For  thy  welfare  on  earth  and  hereafter  I'll  pray. 

The  paths  of  virtue  alone  to  happiness  tend, 
Sinful  ways  with  remorse  thy  heart-strings  will  rend. 
Earthly  riches  alone  no  blessing  will  prove, 
Unless  thou  seek  also  the  riches  above. 

Keep  the  truths  that  are  found  on  the  Sacred  Page, 
And  'twill  minister  peace  to  thy  father's  old  age; 
But  to  know  thou  hast  slighted  the  counsel  I  gave 
Will  quickly  bring  down  my  grey  hairs  to  the  grave. 


THE  CARE  OF  JESUS  FOR  HIS  PEOPLE, 
Mark  vi.,  35. 

Jesus  is  in  the  desert, 

The  time  is  now  far  past, 
Great  multitudes  about  him, 

And  night  approaches  fast ; 

No  victuals  now  within  reach. 

They  are  a  needful  case, 
How  can  they  be  procure'd, 

In  such  a  lonely  i)lace  ? 


44 


What  I  shall  they  search  the  country 

And  villages  around  ? 
How  can  supply  sufficient 

For  such  vast  crowds  be  found  ? 

Five  loaves  and  two  small  fishes 
They  have,  and  nothing  more  ; 

He  kindly  them  increases 
Into  an  ample  store. 

By  companies  he  bids  them 
Sit  down  upon  the  ground, 

He  breaks  the  bread  and  blesses, 
And  gives  to  all  around  ; 

And  when  all  liave  parcaken. 
And  each  has  had  his  fill, 

There  are  of  broken  fragments 
Twelve  laden  baskets  still. 

Now  mark  this  mighty  wonder, 
And  trust  in  Jesus'  power, 

His  strength  will  ever  succour 
In  sorrow's  darkest  hour  ; 

In  want,  in  woe,  in  suffering, 
Upon  him  cast  your  care, 

He  cares  for  you,  and  watches 
Over  you  everywhere ; 

Here  he  provides  his  people 
With  comfort  rich  and  good, 

And  feeds  their  souls  hereafter 
With  his  eternal  food. 
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TO  MY  ELDEST  DAUGHTER  ON  HER 
ELEVENTH  BIRTHDAY. 

Welcome  again  thy  natal  day, 

My  eldest  daughter  dear, 
May  many  more  such  days  return 

Throughout  thy  life's  career. 

May  blessings  on  thy  soul  descend, 
Thy  path  be  bright  and  fair, 

This  is  thy  father's  fondest  wish, 
And  this  his  heartfelt  prayer. 

Twice  five  long  years  and  one  have  passed 

Over  thy  youthful  head  ; 
Who  knows  wliat  lot  may  thee  befall, 

E'er  many  more  have  fled  ? 

'Tis  sweet  to  tliink  how  on  thy  cheeks 
Health's  ruddy  blush  still  glows, 

How  innocence  o'er  thy  young  breast 
Her  spotless  garment  tlirows. 

Til}'  parents  have  with  constant  care 

Guarded  thy  early  years 
With  love  which  only  parents  know, 

'Mid  anxious  hopes  and  fears. 

Be  this  our  cherished  aim,  thy  mind 
^^'it]l  i)lastic  hand  to  mould. 

With  treasures  rich  to  store  it  well, 
More  precious  far  than  gold. 
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Be  this  our  never-ceasing  care 

Into  thy  heart  to  pour 
The  precepts  pure  of  hoUness, 

To  guide  thee  evermore. 

May  true  religion's  holy  lamp 

On  thy  path  its  lustre  shed, 
And  may  Heaven's  kind  protecting  hand 

From  danger  shield  thy  head. 

And  when  our  life  draws  to  its  close, 

And  all  our  locks  turn  grey, 
May  thy  sweet  face,  like  angel  bright, 

Strew  blessings  on  our  w^ay. 


AN  ADDRESS  TO   AN  AGED  PERSON 
(A  translation  from  prose.) 

Dost  thou,  O  aged  Christian,  realise 

Th'  approaching  end  of  thy  short  pilgrimage  ? 

That  even  now  thou  'rt  treading  on  the  verge 

Of  that  far  "  better  land,"  nearing  the  shore 

Of  everlasting  life,  while  yet  a  while 

Thy  litde  bark  rests  in  a  quiet  haven, 

To  give  thee  more  time  to  prepare  thyself? 

Let  not  this  be  a  self-indulgent  time, 

But  make  it  all  it  may  be  unto  thee, 

Whate'er  the  past  has  been,  a  gathering  in 

Of  all  thy  strength  to  fit  thee  for  thy  call. 
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He  whom  we  love  stands  ready  on  that  shore 
Which  needs  no  sun  nor  moon  to  hghten  it, 
With  out-stretched  arms  and  hands  still  pierced 

he  stands, 
And  one  by  one  he  beckons  to  his  flock, 
And  one  by  one  his  sheep  he  gathers  in. 
Thou  can'st  not  be  too  earnest  in  thy  work, 
Nor  can'st  thou  it  in  thine  own  strength  perform,    , 
But  thou  must  ask  of  him  and  beg  his  grace. 
Doubtless  thine  eyes  now  fail,  and  thou  can'st  not 
Peruse  the  Holy  Word  as  thou  would'st  wish  ; 
Perchance  some  friend,  or  minister,  may  come, 
And  read  to  thee  the  blessed  page  of  truth. 
I  would  advise  daily  to  take  some  text, 
And  firmly  upon  that  to  meditate  ; 
Thou'lt  find  the  echo  of  thy  heart's  desire 
In  holy  David's  sweet  and  blessed  prayers, 
And  hour  by  hour  thy  heart  will  rise  to  God. 
One  word  I'd  say  about  the  sleepless  nights, 
Which  visit  aged  people  all  alike. 
It  may  be  God  speaks  solemnly  to  thee 
In  those  night-watches  long,  for  there's  no  time 
He  seems  so  near  as  when  all  is  still. 
All  else  asleep  except  the  pilgrim  old. 
Watching  and  seeing  the  bright  stars  at  night, 
And  then,  with  just  a  fitful  snatch  of  sleep, 
Awake  through  most  of  the  dark  silent  hours. 
Until  the  paling  of  the  stars,  and  light 
Over  the  eastern  sky,  speak  of  the  morn  ; 
And  then  perchance  there  comes  refreshing  sleep. 
But  these  arc  long  and  lonely  weary  hours. 
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If  in  the  night  thou  shouldest  sleepless  lie, 
Think  of  some  happy  words  of  Holy  ^\'rit, 
And  if  thy  heart  be  open  to  receive 
The  message  sweet  of  comfort  and  of  love, 
God  will  fill  it  with  calm  and  peaceful  thoughts, 
And  so  the  hours  will  swiftly  pass  away. 
And  by  the  blessedness  those  thoughts  suggest 
Thou  shalt  obtain  a  share  of  needful  rest. 


THE  TWENTY-FIRST   OF  DECEMBER. 

(The  exact  reverse  of  the  lines  on  the 
Tiventy-first  of  func). 

The  day  hath  run  its  shortest  course, 
Phcebus  emits  his  feeblest  force, 
Stern  winter  now  is  at  the  height, 
Damp  is  the  day,  and  scant  the  light, 
Barrenness  broods  on  every  hand, 
And  desolation  fills  the  land. 
Nature  hath  stripped  her  robes  most  fair, 
No  wreath  of  roses  decks  her  hair. 
Her  daisy  bracelet  's  lost  to  view. 
Her  dress  is  all  of  sombre  hue, 
The  flowery  pearls  that  formed  the  chain 
Around  her  neck  no  more  remain. 
Her  ba.sket  once  with  fruits  up-heaped 
Is  empty  now  for  all  are  reaped ; 
The  mossy  carpet  's  worn  to  shreds, 
On  bare  and  withered  ground  she  treads, 
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Her  face  all  dark,  her  heart  so  dull, 
Like  mourner  sad  and  sorrowful. 
Yet  though  there  is  so  much  alloy, 
The  scene  is  not  unmixed  with  joy ; 
Just  as  when  through  a  cloudy  sky 
A  gleam  of  sunshine  we  espy, 
One  happy  thought  asserts  its  power, 
And  brightens  up  the  dismal  hour. 
The  thought  is  this,  that  now  at  last 
The  sun  his  shortest  course  hath  passed, 
The  lengthening  days  will  gladness  bring, 
And  usher  in  the  genial  spring. 
Four  seasons  constitute  the  year. 
Something  in  each  the  heart  to  cheer, 
Each  in  its  turn  doth  pleasures  bring. 
But  none  more  welcome  than  the  spring. 


JOY  OVER  THE  PENITENT. 
Luke  xv.,  3 — 10. 

A  hundred  sheep  are  in  the  field  ; 

If  one  has  gone  astray, 
The  shepherd  leaves  the  ninety-nine, 

And  searches  all  the  day, 

And  when  the  lost  one  he  hath  found. 

He  bears  it  safely  home, 
And  then  his  neighbours  and  his  friends 

He  bids  together  come, 
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That  now  with  him  they  may  rejoice, 

And  in  his  pleasure  share, 
That  the  lost  sheep  hath  been  brought  back 

Unto  his  loving  care. 

So  over  one  repentant  soul 

More  joy  in  heaven  indeed 
Than  over  ninety-nine  just  ones. 

Who  no  repentance  need. 

Ten  precious  silver  pieces  are 

A  needy  woman's  store  ; 
If  one  piece  hath  been  lost,  it  fills 

Her  heart  with  trouble  sore  ; 

She  lights  a  candle,  sweeps  the  house, 

And  seeks  until  she  find, 
And  when  the  lost  piece  hath  been  fonnd, 

Great  joy  relieves  her  mind. 

Her  friends  and  neighbours  she  invites 

In  her  delight  to  join, 
That  she  by  searching  carefully 

Hath  found  the  missing  coin. 

So  over  one  repentant  soul 

Angels  of  God  rejoice. 
That  he  has  turned  from  evil  ways 

At  Jesus'  warning  voice  ; 

He,  the  good  Shepherd,  came  from  heaven, 

To  seek  and  save  the  lost, 
And  to  redeem  from  sin  and  death, 

His  precious  blood  the  cost. 
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ON  A  TOUR,  CHIEFLY  PEDESTRIAN,  INTO 
SCOTLAND  DURING  PART  OF  AUGUST 
AND  SEPTEMBER,  1871  ;  NOTING  THE 
PRINCIPAL  OBJECTS  OF  INTEREST 
WHICH  WERE  VISITED. 

In  August,  eighteen  seventy-one, 

Two  hearty  friends  well  met 
Out  for  a  long  pedestrian  tour 

One  lovely  morning  set. 

Bright  Phoebus  from  a  cloudless  sky 

Shot  forth  his  scorching  ray  ; 
While  many  a  joke  and  merry  tale 

Beguiled  the  weary  way. 

While  th'  early  dew  was  on  the  grass, 
They  left  old  Hexham's  town. 

And  forthwith  bent  their  footsteps  where 
North  Tyne  winds  slowly  down. 

First  to  their  view  The  Chestcrs'  ])lains 

An  ancient  camp  unfold, 
Upraised  in  ages  long  ago 

By  Roman  warriors  bold. 

And  as  along  Tyne's  shady  banks 
Their  onward  course  they  wend. 

On  every  side  deHghtful  scenes 
Transporting  pleasures  lend. 
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Dells,  rivulets,  and  woodlands  green 

Gladden  th'  admiring  sight, 
While  mountains  blending  with  the  skies 

Enhance  the  prospect  bright. 

At  length,  just  as  the  sun  goes  down, 

See  BelHngham  display 
Its  dingy  houses,  where  'tis  fixed 

For  night's  repose  to  stay. 

Next  morn  the  cliffs  of  Hareshaw  Lynn 

And  foaming  white  cascade, 
Down  rushing  with  a  deafening  roar, 

A  visit  well  repaid. 

At  eve,  no  hospitable  roof 

Off'ring  its  kindly  fare 
Amid  the  heath-clad  mountain  tops, 

To  Hawick  they  repair. 

When  next  day's  sun  was  up,  they  reached 
Old  Dryburgh's  moss-grown  walls. 

Where  o'er  Sir  ^^\alter's  loved  remains 
The  old  oak's  shadow  falls. 

Then  on  to  where  the  ruined  towers 

Of  Melrose  Abbey  lie, 
And  next  to  see  Scott's  honoured  seat. 

To  Abbotsford  they  hie. 
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That  night  the  town  of  Galashiels 

Right  welcome  rest  bestowed, 
Then  on  the  powerful  wings  of  steam 

T'  Auld  Reekie's  seat  they  rode, 

And  setting  forth,  the  sacred  walls 

Of  Roslyn  Chapel  sought, 
Whose  pillars  strike  the  wondering  eye. 

With  richest  carving  wrought. 

The  rocky  steeps  of  Hawthornden 

Fresh  beauties  next  disclose, 
Down  which  a  murmuring  stream,  concealed 

By  tangled  bushes,  flows. 

But  all  the  varied  scenes  they  saw. 

In  ancient  history  famed. 
In  Scotland's  noble  capital, 

Must  now  be  left  unnamed. 

To  mention  now  the  countless  sights 

Which  they  did  there  behold, 
Would  tedious  make  my  simple  song. 

And  so  my  story's  told. 

'Tis  fair  to  say,  before  I  close. 

They  spent  a  pleasant  week. 
And  parted,  not  without  regret, 

Their  quiet  homes  to  seek. 

To  greet  their  smiling  friends  again 

With  eager  step  they  haste. 
Each  hoping,  now  the  tour  is  o'er. 

It  may  not  be  their  last. 
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TO  MY  SECOND  AND  YOUNGEST 
DAUGHTERS. 

Once  to  your  sister  dear  my  muse 

A  birthday  sonnet  wrote  ; 
'Tis  proper  then  she  should  to  you 

Some  simple  lines  devote. 

O'er  thee,  my  second  daughter  dear, 

Nine  years  have  only  flown ; 
But  yet  I  hope  within  thy  mind 

The  good  seed  hath  been  sown. 

From  pleasant  paths  of  righteousness 

May  thy  feet  ne'er  depart, 
And  nought  through  thy  life's  course  occur 

To  grieve  thy  parents'  heart. 

And  thou,  my  youngest  little  one, 
Who  just  three  years  hast  seen, 

To  thy  fond  parents  ever  hast 
A  joy  and  comfort  been. 

Thy  mirthful  play  and  guileless  tricks, 

My  sweet  and  gentle  child, 
Thy  Hsping  prattle  on  the  hearth. 

Have  oft  our  cares  beguiled. 

May  thy  pure  spirit,  still  unstained, 

AVhich  yet  no  sorrow  knows. 
Enjoy  for  ever  that  blest  peace, 

Which  Heaven  alone  bestows. 
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THE     LAST     JUDGMENT, 
Matt,  xxv.,  31. 

Hereafter  when  the  Son  of  Man 

In  glory  comes  again, 
And  with  him  all  the  angelic  host, 

A  bright  and  gorgeous  train, 

Then  shall  he  sit  upon  his  throne. 
With  radiant  glory  crowned. 

And  earth's  remotest  nations  shall 
Be  all  assembled  round. 

At  once  the  great  Judge  shall  proceed 

His  people  to  divide. 
And  set  the  sheep  on  his  right  hand, 

The  goats  on  his  left  side ; 

Then  shall  he  say  to  those  who  are 
On  his  right  hand  arrayed, 

"  The  kingdom  take  prepared  for  you 
"\Mien  first  the  world  was  made  "  ; 

To  those  on  his  left  hand  shall  he 
Pronounce  the  fearful  doom, 

"  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed  ones. 
Into  the  burning  tomb, 

"  Prepared  for  the  wicked  one 

And  his  infernal  host, 
The  everlasting  dread  abode 

Of  sinful  spirits  lost." 
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Then  shall  the  righteous,  raised  on  high, 

In  endless  glory  shine, 
But  wicked  spirits,  driven  away, 

In  endless  torments  pine. 


THE  SOLDIER'S  DEPARTURE  AND 
RETURN. 

A  lusty  youth,  of  humble  name, 
But  spirit  bpld,  and  stalwart  frame. 
By  noble  love  of  country  led, 
For  whicli  his  grandsires  fought  and  bled, 
Quits  his  paternal  cottage-home, 
Where  best  his  footsteps  loved  to  roam, 
Where,  trained  by  pious  mother's  care, 
He  learnt  to  breathe  his  earliest  prayer. 
Her  aching  bosom  heaves  a  sigh, 
The  rising  tear  bedims  her  eye  ; 
She  whispers  blessings  on  his  head, 
The  last  farewell  is  faintly  said, 
He  joins  a  military  band, 
And  sets  out  for  a  foreign  land ; 
'Neath  distant  India's  scorching  sun. 
Where  many  a  bloody  fight's  been  won, 
'Mid  din,  and  strife,  and  cannon's  roar, 
On  battlefields  bedewed  with  gore. 
He  proudly  serves  his  country's  cause, 
T'  uphold  her  honour,  crush  her  foes. 
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Long  years  of  toilsome  service  o'er, 

He  sighs  for  rest  and  home  once  more ; 

And,  crossing  o'er  the  foaming  main, 

Reseeks  his  native  shore  again. 

His  aged  sire  has  closed  his  day, 

And  from  tliis  earth  has  passed  away, 

Translated  to  the  realms  above, 

To  sing  eternal  strains  of  love. 

The  saindy  dame,  her  partner  gone, 

Wending  her  weary  way  alone. 

With  thrifty  toil  her  fingers  plies. 

And  scarce  her  little  needs  supplies. 

With  trembling  step,  and  fluttering  heart, 

"While  fain  the  joyful  tear  would  start, 

The  warrior  bold,  'twixt  hope  and  fear, 

The  well-known  cot  approaches  near, 

And  asks  in  gentle  words  and  kind, 

If  friendly  shelter  he  can  find. 

His  noble  features,  manly  brow, 

And  stately  mien,  are  altered  now. 

The  lonely  matron,  terrified, 

By  stranger's  voice,  at  first  denied 

The  strange  request,  and  fain  would  see 

Th'  intruder  from  her  threshold  flee. 

"  Mother  !"  he  cried.     She,  starting,  gazed, 

At  sucb  unwonted  sound  amazed. 

For  ne'er  through  many  a  dreary  year 

Had  th."f  fond  word  struck  on  her  ear. 

She  ga:'r(l  upon  his  sun-burnt  face. 

If  any  liKcness  she  might  trace 

ir 
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To  that  loved  form,  -which  long  before 
In  grief  had  left  her  cottage  door. 
"  It  must  be  so,  is  this  my  child  ?" 
At  length  she  cried  in  accents  wild, 
"  Is  this  my  only,  long-lost  boy  ? 
"Oh  !  welcome  back,,  my  pride,  my  joy." 
"It  is  indeed,  my  mother  dear, 
"  Thy  long-lost  child  that  standeth  here, 
"  Here,  to  depart  no  more,  but  live 
"  With  thee,  and  every  comfort  give 
"  To  thy  decUning  years,  and  shed 
"  Unclouded  sunshine  on  thy  head." 
They  spake,  and  with  a  fond  caress 
Close  to  their  hearts  each  other  press, 
Both  happy  in  each  others  love. 
Which  true  and  constant  e'er  shall  prove. 


MY  DAUGHTER  CONSTANCE  TO  A 
FAVOURITE  CAT. 

Come  hither,  pretty  Muffy, 

And  sit  upon  my  knee. 
Thou  art  by  far  the  prettiest 

That  ever  I  did  see. 

Thine  eyes  so  bright  and  sparkling, 
Thy  coat  so  soft  and  warm, 

Thou  art  so  kind  and  gentle. 
And  wilt  do  no  one  harm. 
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Oft  times,  when  thou  wert  younger, 

Thou  wert  so  full  of  glee, 
And  though  thou  'rt  grown  more  sober, 

Yet  still  thou  'rt  dear  to  me. 

Of  all  thy  pretty  kindred, 

Thou  art  the  very  best, 
In  gentleness  and  beauty 

Thou  dost  excel  the  rest. 

I  know  that  thou  dost  love  me, 

My  bonny  little  puss, 
For  when  we  meet  each  other. 

Thou  makest  such  a  fuss. 

Now  I  am  in  my  childhood. 

And  thou  art  in  thy  prime, 
But  we  will  love  each  other 
Until  the  end  of  time. 


CHARITY  OR  LOVE.— i.  Cor.  xiii. 

Literally  put  into  verse. 

Were  I  to  speak  with  tongues  of  men,  or  e'en 

With  angels'  tongues,  still  would  my  voice  be  found. 

If  Charity  ruled  not  in  my  heart  supreme, 

Like  ringing  brass,  or  tinkling  cymbal's  sound  ; 
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Or  though  I  had  the  gift  of  prophecy, 

Or  understood  all  learning's  mysteries  deep, 

Though  I  had  faith  the  mountains  to  remove, 
Except  love  in  my  soul  dominion  keep, 

It  profits  nothing ;  and  though  all  my  goods 
To  feed  the  poor  I  willingly  consign, 

Or  give  my  body  to  the  burning  flame, 

'T  would  not  avail,  if  charity  were  not  mine. 

Love  is  long-suffering,  and  to  others  kind, 
Is  not  puffed  up  with  empty  pride  or  vaunt. 

Unmoved  by  envy,  seeketh  not  its  own, 
But  others'  good  to  work  is  ever  wont. 

Doth  not  behave  unseemly,  nor  by  wrong 
Is  easily  provoked,  hath  no  ill  thought. 

Injustice  scorns,  but  in  the  truth  delights, 
Seeks  not  revenge  though  injury  be  wrought ; 

Endures  with  patience  each  hard  cross  of  life. 
Where  doubt  exists  believes  and  hopes  the  best ; 

Love  never  fails,  but  prophecies  shall  fail. 

And  tongues  at  length  in  endless  silence  rest. 

And  heights  of  knowledge  to  destruction  fall : 
Awhile  we  see  now  darkly  through  a  glass. 

Then  face  to  face,  and  know  as  we  are  known, 
When  things  "  in  part  "  away  for  ever  pass. 
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Whilst  I  in  childhood's  tender  years  remained, 
}»Iy  words,  my  thoughts,  my  intellect  were  his, 

But  when  to  manhood's  sober  years  attained, 
I  put  away  each  thing  that  childish  is. 

When  things  that  are  all-perfect  shall  arrive. 

Charity  shall  reign  to  all  eternity  : 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  these  three  all  abide, 

But  of  the  three  the  chief  is  Charity. 


ON  THE  FIRST  SIGHT  OF  THE  STEAM- 
ENGINE  CONNECTED  WITH  THE 
HALLINGTON  WATERWORKS. 

Oh  !  what  is  that  novel  sight  that  I  see  ? 
And  what  is  that  sound  that  has  startled  me  ? 
Can  it  be  my  thoughts  are  lost  in  a  dream  ? 
Or  do  I  look  down  over  Tynedale's  stream  ? 
Oh  no  !  through  valley  and  o'er  mountain's  side 
Steam's  wonderful  powers  have  long  time  plied, 
But  ne'er  before  in  this  valley  remote 
Has  smoke  from  an  engine  been  seen  to  float. 
By  Erring's  side  ne'er  did  I  think  t'  espy 
On  the  iron  road  the  swift  wagons  fly, 
But  the  waterworks  brought  a  change  o'er  all, 
And  steam's  mighty  force  into  use  did  call, 
Huge  blocks  to  convey  irom  a  neighbouring  moor. 
And  make  the  embankments  safe  and  secure. 
The  reservoir  spreads  wide  over  the  plains. 
And  millions  of  gallons  of  water  contains  : 
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The  mountain  rivulets  murmuring  down 
Keep  up  the  supply  for  the  distant  town ; 
Surely  Newcastle  will  never  again 
Of  scanty  supply  of  water  complain. 


THE  TEMPTATION  OF  CHRIST, 
Matt,  iv.,   i — ii. 

Jesus  into  the  wilderness 

Was  by  the  Spirit  sent, 
That  unto  him  the  devil  might 

Temptation  there  present. 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights 
No  food  refreshed  his  strength, 

Then  over  him  a  feeling  strong 
Of  hunger  spread  at  length  ; 

And  when  the  subde  tempter  came, 

To  him  thus  first  he  said, 
"  If  thou  be  God's  own  Son,  command 

That  these  stones  be  made  bread." 

Jesus,  being  accosted  thus. 

At  once  an  answer  gives, 
"  Not  by  bread  only,  but  each  word 

That  comes  from  God,  man  lives." 

Next  to  the  holy  city's  gates 

He  was  by  Satan  led. 
Who  on  the  temple's  pinnacle 

Upraised  him  and  thus  said. 
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"  If  thou  be  God's  own  Son,  from  thence 

Cast  thyself  on  the  ground, 
He  gives  his  angels  charge  o'er  thee, 

To  throw  their  arms  around, 

"  And  bear  thee  up,  lest  thou  should'st  dash 

Thy  foot  against  a  stone  "  : 
He  thus  replied,   "  Thou  shalt  not  tempt 

Thy  God,  the  Holy  One." 

Then  Satan  taking  him  unto 

A  mount  exceeding  high, 
Showed  him  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 

That  all  around  them  lie, 

And  thus  he  spake,  "  Now  I  will  give 

All  these  things  unto  thee, 
And  all  their  glory,  if  thou  wilt 

Fall  down  and  worship  me." 


Jesus  to  him  then  made  reply, 
"  Far  hence  from  me  depart, 

For  thou  shalt  worship  God  alone 
And  serve  with  all  thine  heart." 


Thus  baffled  thrice  the  devil  did 
With  him  no  longer  stay. 

But  to  him  holy  angels  came 
To  minister  straightway. 
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IDEAS  BORROWED  FROM  HORACE'S 
ODES,  BOOK  IV.,  ODE  9. 

Brcive  men  in  ages  past  and  gone. 
Of  honest  hearts  and  strong, 

Have  hved  unknown  and  died  unwept, 
For  want  of  poet's  song. 

If  virtue's  deeds  thus  he  concealed 

Beneath  obhvion's  shade, 
Oh  !  what  avails  it  virtue's  deeds 

Thy  study  to  have  made  ? 

The  dreaming  sluggard  then  might  seem 

To  act  as  wise  a  part, 
As  he  wlio  on  life's  busy  stage 

By  virtue  rules  his  heart. 

But  whether  happy  be  thy  hours. 

Or  sad  misfortunes  vex, 
Unruffled  ever  be  thy  mind, 

Let  nought  thy  soul  perplex. 


To  check  the  lust  for  tinselled  gain, 
Be  this  thy  constant  aim. 

Let  not  foul  blots  of  avarice 
E'er  tarnish  thy  fair  name. 

Not  happy  he  who  all  his  days 
In  lap  of  luxury  spends ; 

Far  happier  he  who  uses  well 
What  a  gracious  Heaven  sends. 
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Far  happier  who  contentedly 
In  Penury's  pathway  treads, 

And,  e'en  than  death  itself,  disgrace 
With  greater  horror  dreads. 

Who,  whene'er  honour  points  the  way, 

Will  not  from  danger  fly  ; 
But,  when  the  voice  of  duty  bids, 

For  friends  or  country  die. 


EASTERTIDE. 

Welcome  once  more  glad  Eastertide ! 

We  greet  the  happy  day. 
When  the  triumphant  Son  of  God 

Death's  fetters  cast  away. 

Brightly  arise,  blest  Easter-morn  ! 

Thy  dawn  sweet  tidings  brings, 
The  glorious  message,  "  Christ  has  risen," 

Comes  flying  on  thy  wings. 

Ring  out,  ye  village  bells,  ring  out, 

Peal  forth  a  joyful  chime, 
Let  the  good  tidings  be  proclaimed 

To  earth's  remotest  clime 

The  bitter  cup  of  suffering, 

Gethsemane's  dark  hour, 
The  agony  which  from  his  brow 

Wrung  out  the  crimson  shower, 
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The  lingering  pains  of  Calvary, 

The  stillness  of  the  tomb, 
Are  safely  passed  ;  then  see  his  life 

The  Conqueror  resume. 

Oh  !  had  the  damp  cold  grave  prevailed 

Its  prisoner  to  retain, 
Had  he  not  burst  the  bands  of  death, 

Then  he  had  died  in  vain. 

The  Lord  is  risen  indeed,  behold 

The  great  victorious  King 
Has  vanquished  all  the  powers  of  hell, 

And  robbed  death  of  its  sting  ; 

Sure  pledge  was  this,  that  all  mankind 

One  day  again  shall  rise, 
Some  to  eternal  shame,  and  some 

To  bliss  beyond  the  skies. 

Rejoice,  ye  sons  of  men,  rejoice, 

But  let  your  joys  be  pure, 
Let  no  unhallowed  revelry 

To  sinful  paths  allure. 

Rise  with  your  Lord  from  death  of  sin, 

Be  unto  God  alive. 
Set  not  your  hearts  on  things  below. 

For  higher  objects  strive. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

Happy  who  lives  contented 
With  what  has  been  assigned 

By  God's  most  bounteous  goodness. 
Who  e'er  to  man  is  kind ; 

Happy,  whate'er  his  state  be, 

Whatever  may  befall, 
Who  looks  on  it  as  ordered 

By  God  who  governs  all. 

Some  love  their  gold  and  silver, 
And  some  their  wide  domains, 

Some  dream  of  nothing  nobler 
Than  base  and  worldly  gains  ; 

Away,  ye  sordid  riches, 

Begone,  ye  acres  broad, 
For  such  like  things  are  never 

To  happiness  the  road  ; 

Nor  rank,  nor  hoarded  treasures, 

Nor  empty  gaudy  show, 
Nor  gilded  walls,  nor  mansions, 

Can  peacefulness  bestow ; 

Better,  so  saith  the  wise  man, 

A  little  store  with  love, 
Than  wealth,  (and  therewith  hatred) 

Which  oft  a  snare  doth  prove  ; 
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Give  me  a  humble  dwelling, 
A  place  of  low  degree, 

Where  neither  lust  nor  avarice ' 
Mars  my  tranquillity ; 

Give  me  but  food  and  raiment, 
Sufficient  for  my  day, 

My  heart  is  then  contentment. 
And  cares  are  far  away. 

Ye  sons  of  men,  learn  wisdom. 
And  ne'er  your  lot  bemoan. 

Nor  covet  what  's  denied  you, 
Use  well  what  is  your  own  ; 

Be  like  the  Great  Apostle, 
On  this  be  e'er  intent, 

Whatever  be  your  station, 
Therewith  to  be  content. 


A  SCENE  OF  DOMESTIC   HAPPINESS 
ON  A  WINTER  EVENING. 

The  dreary  day  its  course  hath  run, 

Beneath  the  waves  hath  sunk  the  sun, 

The  moaning  winds  are  hushed  to  sleep. 

Unnumbered  stars  their  vigils  keep, 

The  silvery  moon  her  lustre  bright 

Sheds  down  from  Heaven's  bespangled  height 
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The  sturdy  rustic  hastens  home, 
Content  on  Penury's  path  to  roam  ; 
His  wife,  e'er  true  to  that  fond  name, 
Warmed  by  affection's  holy  flame. 
Greets  his  return  with  smiHng  face, 
The  sunshine  of  his  dweUing-place  : 
The  children,  too,  her  pleasures  share, 
And  run  to  fetch  the  wonted  chair : 
Then  seated  round  the  blazing  fire 
See  wife,  dear  children,  hardy  sire. 
The  feeble  taper's  glimmering  light, 
The  crackling  fagot  burning  bright. 
The  cricket  chirping  on  the  hearth. 
The  playful  kitten  full  of  mirth, 
Brighten  the  lonely  rustic  dome, 
And  make  a  paradise  of  home. 
From  strife  and  turmoil  far  removed, 
Cheerful  contentment,  peace  beloved. 
Auspicious  hope,  all  linger  here. 
With  faithful  love,  dread  foe  to  fear. 
See  now  the  dame  with  kindly  care 
Begins  to  spread  the  evening  fare. 
And  quickly  decks  from  frugal  hoard 
The  neatly-trimmed  but  simple  board  : 
This  o'er,  some  page  of  pleasing  rhyme, 
Or  charming  tale,  beguiles  the  time. 
Upon  each  look  a  bright  smile  dwells. 
Each  little  heart  with  pleasure  swells, 
While  she,  true  partner  in  their  joys, 
With  thrifty  toil  her  hand  employs, 
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Intent,  while  Heaven  the  strength  shall  lend. 

Industriously  each  hour  to  spend. 

At  length  to  crown  the  blessed  day, 

And  lead  them  on  their  heavenly  way, 

List,  on  the  ear  sweet  music  rings, 

Each  lisping  voice  its  praises  sings, 

The  Sacred  Page  devoutly  read. 

The  solemn  prayer  is  softly  said  : 

Then,  as  the  hours  to  rest  invite, 

Each  bids  to  each  a  fond  "  Good  night," 

In  tranquil  sleep  reclines  each  head. 

Silent  snd  peaceful  as  the  dead. 


ELIJAH. — I.  Kings,  xix. 

Fleeing  the  wicked  Queen  in  fear. 

The  prophet  sought  the  desert  drear. 

Beneath  a  tree  up-spreading  high 

He  laid  him  down,  and  prayed  to  die  : 

Weary  and  worn  he  fell  asleep. 

An  angel  came,  from  slumber  deep 

Awoke  him,  and  with  food  supplied. 

Both  water  and  a  cake  beside. 

He  ate  and  drank  :  refreshed  his  strength 

For  forty  days  and  nights  ;  at  length 

Horeb  he  reached,  the  mount  of  God, 

Oppressed  with  the  long  toilsome  road, 

Where  in  a  cavern's  secret  nook 

He  found  a  rest,  and  shelter  took. 


71 


God  met  him  there,  and  to  him  said, 

"What  hither  hath  thy  footsteps  led  "  ? 

"  I  have  been  jealous,"  he  replied, 

"  For  thee,  and  fought  upon  thy  side, 

For  Israel,  thy  chosen  one, 

From  thy  blest  covenant  has  gone, 

Thine  altars  they  away  have  ta'en. 

Thy  prophets  with  the  sword  have  slain, 

I'm  left  alone  amid  the  strife, 

And  now  they  seek  to  take  my  life." 

**  Go,  stand  upon  the  mountain  high," 

He  said,  and  then  the  Lord  passed  by  : 

A  strong  wind  with  tremendous  might 

Rent  terribly  the  mountain  height. 

And  brake  the  rocks  ;  not  in  that  blast 

Thou  on  the  Lord  thine  eye  could'st  cast ; 

Hark  !  next  with  a  terrific  sound 

A  frightful  earthquake  shook  the  ground ; 

But  in  the  earthquake's  heaving  force 

Thou  could'st  not  trace  th'  Almighty's  course; 

A  blazing  fire  then  lit  the  sky, 

In  it  God's  presence  was  not  nigh  ; 

A  still  small  voice  passed  through  the  air 

In  gentle  tones,  and  God  was  there. 

And  when  the  gentle  voice  was  past, 

His  mantle  round  his  face  he  cast, 

And  as  he  stood  the  cavern  near 

A  voice  was  heard,  "  What  doest  thou  here  "  ? 

"  I  have  been  jealous,"  he  replied, 

"  For  thee,  and  fought  ui)on  thy  side. 
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For  Israel,  thy  chosen  one, 

From  thy  blest  covenant  has  gone, 

Thine  altars  they  away  have  ta'en. 

Thy  prophets  with  the  sword  have  slain, 

I'm  left  alone  amid  the  strife, 

And  now  they  seek  to  take  my  life." 

Thus  God  to  him  did  answer  make, 

"  Thy  journey  to  Damascus  take, 

Hazael,  Syria's  king  anoint, 

And  Jehu  Israel's  king  appoint. 

Pour  oil  upon  Elisha's  head. 

And  make  him  prophet  in  thy  stead ; 

Seven  thousand  yet,  a  goodly  crowd. 

Whose  knees  to  Baal  have  not  bowed, 

In  Israel  unto  me  remain, 

Whose  lips  ne'er  kissed  the  idol  vain." 

He  went,  and  soon  Elisha  found 

^^'ith  oxen  strong  ploughing  the  ground  ; 

By  him  Elijah  straightway  passed, 

And  on  him  quick  his  mantle  cast. 

Then  leaving  all  he  valued  here. 

Oxen,  and  friends  he  held  so  dear, 

Elisha  followed  at  his  word. 

And  to  the  prophet  ministered. 


FAREWELL  TO  BINGFIELD  HOUSE. 

To  thee,  well  nigh  six  years  my  home, 

Wherein  I've  loved  to  dwell, 
'Mid  countless  scenes  of  happiness, 

I  bid  a  long  farewell. 
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Thy  verdant  lawn,  thy  garden  sweet, 

With  brightest  flowers  set, 
Thy  trees  and  shrubs  of  varied  hue, 

I  leave  with  much  regret. 

Thy  bracing,  pure,  refreshing  air, 
Has  ruddy  health  inspired. 

Thy  grassy  meads,  and  flowery  dales, 
I've  fondly  oft  admired. 

Along  thy  gently-gurgling  streams 
My  feet  have  loved  to  stray. 

And  th'  unsuspecting  finny  tribes 
With  glittering  guile  betray. 

These  were  thy  joys ;  in  these  enwrapt 
My  heart  with  pleasure  thrills. 

Such  joys,  fair  Nature's  gifts,  have  oft 
Relieved  life's  pressing  ills. 

Though  ne'er  again  within  thy  walls 
My  dwelling-place  shall  be, 

For  ever  shall  thy  cherished  spots 
Live  in  my  memory. 

Once  more  farewell !  my  happy  home. 

Our  future  none  can  tell ; 
My  wife,  dear  children,  inmates  all. 

Wish  thee  a  last  farewell. 
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TO  THE  FIRST  SWALLOW. 

Welcome  to  thee,  pretty  bird, 
Gliding  through  the  balmy  air, 

Feeding,  as  thou  fliest,  on 

Insects  that  are  fluttering  there. 

Hasting  on  the  wings  of  spring, 
Thou  art  come  to  us  at  last. 

Bringing  with  thee  flowerets  sweet, 
Now  that  winter's  storms  are  past. 

Revelling  in  the  warm  sunlight, 
Thou  art  happy  all  the  day. 

Making  music  on  the  housetop, 
Trilling  out  thy  simple  lay. 

Thou  art  welcome  to  my  eaves. 
Hatching  there  thy  callow  brood. 

No  hand  e'er  shall  thee  disturb. 
Bearing  home  thy  loads  of  food ; 

Train  thy  young  ones  up  in  peace, 
Danger  shall  be  nowhere  near, 

Tend  them  with  thy  fondest  care. 
Watch  and  guard  them  without  fear. 

I  could  wish  thee  longer  stay, 
Far  too  short  thy  sojourn  here, 

For  thou  tak'st  thy  distant  flight, 
Ere  grim  winter's  face  appear. 
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When  the  summer  days  have  fled, 
And  the  golden  sunshine  's  o'er, 

Thou  dost  bid  a  long  farewell, 
Off  to  seek  a  brighter  shore ; 

But  as  sure  as  spring  returns, 
Hither  thou  dost  wing  thy  way. 

Be  it  granted  unto  me, 

"  Welcome  to  thee,"  oft  to  say. 


PENTECOST,  OR  WHITSUNTIDE. 
Acts  ii. 

When,  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 

Th'  Apostles  of  the  Lord, 
In  the  same  place  together  met, 

Were  all  with  one  accord, 

Hark  !  suddenly  from  heaven  was  heard 

A  loud  and  rushing  sound, 
As  of  a  wind,  which  filled  the  house 

Where  they  were  sitting  round  ; 

A  light  from  cloven  tongues  of  fire 

Over  the  place  was  shed, 
And  cast  its  brilliant  beams  upon 

Each  highly-favoured  head. 

Then  each,  illumed  in  wondrous  mode 
With  th'  Holy  Spirit's  power, 

Began  to  speak  in  other  tongues 
The  very  self-same  hour. 
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Within  the  Holy  City's  walls 

There  dwelt  together  then, 
From  every  nation  of  the  world, 

Devout  and  holy  men ; 

And  when  the  fame  was  noised  abroad, 

Confusion  seized  each  heart. 
To  hear  them  all  the  language  speak, 

Each  of  his  native  part. 

Thenceforth  went  out  those  favoured  few, 
Endowed  with  strength  divine, 

To  preach  the  word  in  every  land, 
And  cause  its  light  to  shine. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  into  our  hearts, 

Let  them  thy  influence  feel. 
And  fill  them  with  the  heavenly  flame 

Of  love  and  holy  zeal. 

That  we  may  do  the  work  of  God, 

And  glorify  his  name, 
And  let  our  light  before  men  shine. 

And  thus  his  blessing  claim. 


/  / 


ON  THE  THANKSGIVING  DAY  AT  ST.  PAUL'S 
FOR  THE  RECOVERY  OF  THE  PRINCE  OF 
WALES,  FEB.   27,   1872. 

This  day  ten  thousand  thousand  hearts 

Rejoice  with  thankful  praise, 
To  Him  who  wondrous  miracles 

Works  in  mysterous  ways. 

This  day  the  Holy  Temple's  roof 

With  strains  melodious  rings, 
To  Him  who  ruleth  in  the  heavens, 

The  only  King  of  Kings. 

Amid  a  loyal  nation's  fears, 

For  many  an  anxious  day. 
The  noble  heir  to  Britain's  throne 

By  fever  prostrate  lay. 

Close  by  his  couch  in  dread  suspense 

The  royal  mother  wept, 
There  too  the  faithful  loving  wife 

Unwearied  vigil  kept. 

For  long  'twas  feared  our  common  foe 
Had  marked  him  for  his  prey. 

The  tide  of  life  to  human  eyes 
Seemed  ebbing  fast  away. 
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Forthwith  in  one  united  voice 

The  nation's  prayers  ascend, 
That  God  would  stay  death's  cruel  stroke, 

And  yet  deliverance  send. 

And  He  whose  ways  are  not  our  ways, 
Nor  yet  His  thoughts  as  ours, 

To  our  petitions  lent  his  ear, 

And  quelled  the  fell  foe's  powers. 

At  length  by  skill  and  watchful  care 
The  threatened  danger's  past, 

Nature  restores  the  weakened  frame, 
And  health  returns  at  last. 

This  day  a  grateful  people's  voice 
To  Heaven's  high  throne  is  raised. 

For  this  and  all  his  mercies  past 
God's  holy  name  be  praised. 

And  long  may  His  all-powerful  arm 
Our  gracious  Prince  sustain, 

Long  may  he  live  in  happiness 
On  England's  throne  to  reign. 


A  LESSON  FROM  THE  BEE. 

A  pattern  true  ot  industry 
The  little  bee  doth  show 

To  man,  creation's  highest  work, 
And  lord  of  all  below  ; 
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Her  task  begins  when  rising  morn 
Illumes  the  hills  with  light, 

Nor  ceases  till  the  sinking  sun 
Foretells  the  shades  of  night  ; 

She  labours  hard  to  gather  food 
E're  summer  days  are  past, 

And  treasures  up  an  ample  store 
Through  winter's  months  to  last. 

Learn  hence,  ye  hardy  sons  of  toil, 
T'  improve  the  precious  hours, 

Nor  e'er  in  thoughtless  indolence 
Expend  your  noble  powers  ; 

Learn  hence  likewise,  whilst  avarice 

And  sordid  gain  ye  spurn, 
Never  to  squander  recklessly 

What  by  hard  work  ye  earn, 

But  store  up  fruits  that  ye  have  reaped 
In  manhood's  sunny  prime, 

To  brighten  the  dark  days  of  age, 
And  cheer  its  wintry  time  ; 

Use  wisely  what  God's  bounty  gives, 
And  with  a  thankful  heart ; 

And  yet  the  needful  strive  to  win. 
And  choose  the  better  part. 
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HUMILITY. 

O  what  is  man  that  he  should  be 
An  object  of  regard  to  thee  ? 
That  he  should  be,  thou  God  of  might, 
So  much  respected  in  thy  sight  ? 

Subjecting  all  things  'neath  thy  feet, 
Thy  power  and  goodness  are  complete, 
But  man  is  weak,  defiled  by  sin. 
Outwardly  foul,  and  vile  within ; 

Debased,  corrupted  from  his  birth, 
Impure,  unclean,  of  little  worth, 
The  virtue  that  by  him  should  be 
Most  studied  is  Humility. 

Each  gift  he  has  is  from  above, 
Bestowed  by  thy  paternal  love. 
His  powers  of  body,  mind,  and  soul. 
Are  subject  all  to  thy  control. 

His  varied  mercies,  ever  new, 
Countless  as  stars  in  heaven's  arch  blue, 
Or  as  the  dust  upon  the  strand, 
Are  freely  given  by  thy  hand. 

His  vaunted  strength  is  all  in  vain, 
Unless  by  prayer  thy  grace  he  gain  ; 
As  helpless  as  the  very  worm, 
Nought  of  himself  can  he  perform. 
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It  ill  becomes  a  thing  so  frail, 
Whose  efforts  e'er  are  prone  to  fail, 
To  spurn  the  aid  of  his  best  Friend, 
And  on  his  own  poor  arm  depend. 

Nothing  he  has  whereof  to  boast, 
^^'ithout  thy  help  he  's  ruined,  lost ; 
Pride  is  most  hateful  in  thine  eyes, 
A  humble  soul  thou  'It  not  despise. 

A  contrite  heart  do  thou  bestow, 
That  each  one  may  more  humble  grow, 
And  imitate  thy  Holy  Child, 
Be  lowly,  gentle,  meek,  and  mild. 


O  L  I)      A  G  E. 


Let  none  repine  to  find  their  years 

Are  passing  fast  away. 
Time's  course  is  ever  on  the  wing, 

And  each  one  has  his  day. 

■\Vli\-  should  we  grieve  when  manhood's  prime 
Has  bloomed  awhile,  then  gone  ? 

'Tis  well,  if  we  can  think  through  life 
Some  good  work  has  been  done. 

K 
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The  hoary  head  's  with  glory  crowned, 

Age  is  an  honour  too, 
If  it  be  found  in  righteousness, 

And  wisdom's  pathway  true. 

Youth  is  a  sphere  of  restlessness, 

Manhood  a  scene  of  strife, 
Old  age  the  threshold  leading  to 

The  new  and  higher  life. 

O  fear  not  then  the  eve  of  life, 

Its  tottering  steps  and  slow, 
It  brings  us  nigh  that  state,  where  comes 

Nor  change,  nor  death,  nor  woe. 

But  let  each  one  be  warned  betimes, 

And  to  his  steps  give  heed, 
Lest  some  unhappy  lot  for  him 

In  age  should  be  decreed. 

Let  the  good  seed  in  early  days 

Be  scattered  o'er  the  field, 
'T  will  grow  in  manhood,  and  in  age 
.   A  bounteous  harvest  yield. 


S3 

THOUGHTS  ON  THE  HARVEST. 

As  year  by  year  rolls  o'er  our  heads, 
We  mark  the  promise  sure, 

"  Seedtime  and  harvest  ne'er  shall  fail," 
While  this  world  shall  endure. 

The  valleys  stand  so  thick  with  corn, 
They  seem  to  laugh  and  sing, 

Proclaiming  still  the  power  and  love' 
Of  our  Eternal  King. 

Again  the  busy  reaper's  hand 
Is  out-stretched  o'er  the  fields, 

To  gather  in  the  golden  wealth 
The  ample  harvest  yields. 

But  while,  ye  toiling  sons  of  men, 

Ye  reap  the  precious  load, 
Forget  not  by  whose  bounteous  hand 

The  rich  gifts  are  bestowed  ; 

Your  efforts  were  too  weak  and  vain 

Such  goodness  to  repay  ; 
And  yet  the  Gracious  Ciiver  asks 

]''or  something  every  day  ; 


84 


There  's  not  a  soul  but  can  and  must 

A  grateful  tribute  bring, 
The  tribute  of  a  thankful  heart, 

Right  welcome  offering  ; 

Not  one  can  plead  from  bringing  this 

He  ever  was  debarred, 
Your  Master  is  too  kind  by  far 

To  ask  a  service  hard. 

From  this  your  earthly  reaping-day 
Now  let  your  thoughts  pass  on 

To  that  more  glorious  harvest-time, 
When  this  world  shall  be  done, 

\\'hen  ye  shall  not  the  reapers  be, 

But  all  the  angel-band, 
And  ye  yourselves  shall  be  the  grain 

Beneath  the  reapers'  hand, 

And  when  the  barren  empty  ears, 

All  quite  unfit  to  reap. 
For  ever  shall  be  cast  away, 

A  worthless  ruined  heap  ; 

But  the  good  seed  shall  gathered  be 

Into  the  heavenly  store, 
To  perish  not,  as  here  on  earth, 

But  bloom  there  evermore. 
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A  NOONDAY  DREAM. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly, 
One  lovely  morn  in  May, 

I  wandered  by  the  streamlet. 
And  down  to  rest  I  lay. 

The  water  making  music 

Adown  the  valley  deep, 
The  notes  of  feathered  songsters 

Soon  lulled  me  fast  asleep. 

At  once  I  was  in  dream-land, 

A  vision  sweet  I  had, 
Seemed  everything  around  me 

"\^•ith  richest  glory  clad. 

Methought  to  Heaven  I'd  mounted, 

I  saw  its  golden  gate. 
Its  streets  of  dazzling  splendour, 

And  all  its  gorgeous  state  ; 

I  saw  life's  sparkling  ri\er 
Welling  from  out  tlie  throne 

Of  God,  that  flows  for  ever 
And  evermore  hath  flown  ; 

I  heard  th'  enraptured  music 
Of  all  the  heavenly  choir, 

Whose  harps  are  never  silent, 
Whose  voices  never  tire. 
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But  ever  and  for  ever 

They  chant  the  holy  psalm, 
And  sing  th'  eternal  praises 

Of  God  and  of  the  Lamb. 

Alas  !  too  short  the  vision  ! 

I  found  it  all  a  dream, 
Awoke,  and  found  the  river 

Was  but  the  earthly  stream  ; 

'Twas  but  the  birds'  soft  warblings 

That  struck  upon  my  ear, 
And  all  the  gorgeous  splendour 

Was  of  this  lower  sphere. 

Awoke  I  to  life's  sorrows, 

Awoke  to  care  and  pain, 
I  wished  that  I  had  never 

Awoke  on  earth  again. 

'Twas  but  a  dim  foreshadowing 

Of  what  there  is  in  store. 
When  heaven's  blest  hopes  are  realised. 

And  life's  vain  dream  is  o'er. 


I 
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A  CHRISTMAS  MORNING  WISH 
TO  THE  READER. 

For  thee,  my  kindly  reader, 
To  whom  this  book  may  come, 

I  breath  a  prayer  that  blessings 
May  rest  upon  thy  home. 


To  thee,  and  all  thy  dear  ones, 
Blest  be  this  festal  morn, 

On  which  the  Great  Redeemer, 
The  Prince  of  Peace  was  born. 


May  all  its  hours  be  gladness, 
And  every  joy  be  thine, 

Is  the  true  wish  and  fervent 
Of  this  fond  heart  o'  mine  ! 


Kind  friends  around  thee  gather, 
This  joyful  Christmas  time, 

The  }"oung,  and  hoary-headed. 
And  children  in  their  prime  ; 

Such  peaceful  happy  meetings 
Are  unto  mortals  given. 

As  pledges  and  sweet  foretastes 
Of  purer  bliss  in  hea\'en. 


J.  WHITEHEAD,   PRINTER  AND  STATION'clR, 
BRIDGE  STREET. 

1881. 
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